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AWNINGS
Speak for Themselves
They Add Distinction to the Home
Canvas goods of any kind are bright and cheerful; our complete line of can­
vas equipment is ready for your inspection. We are ready to plan the decoration 
of your home for the summer of 1931.
The Lewiston & Auburn 
Awning Co.
The Largest Factory of its Kind in New England
187 WASHINGTON STREET, AUBURN, M AINE
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ANTIQUES
in
MAINE
Old articles o f furniture, rare pieces o f glass ware, 
and dishes of forgotten design bespeak the depth 
o f our age as no other symbols can. They embody 
the story o f Civilization and the development of 
the race. These relics o f Maine's history you may 
find in the antique shops of the state. The history 
of Maine that is being made to-day— the story 
which will form the pages of books for to-m orrow  
you will find in
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On Maine Roads
MAINE has been blessed by na­ture with beautiful mountains, deep woodlands, a seacoast which marvels any along the 
Atlantic front, an abundance of 
lakes and rivers, and scenery which 
brings wonder and praise from even 
those who have lived within its borders 
all their lives. These are the attrac­
tions which bring each season from the 
farthest parts of the country a throng of 
summer visitors who return to their na­
tive states with a feeling of having spent 
a few weeks in a wholesome and health­
ful land. But the tourist must travel 
in order to enjoy the beauties of Maine 
in summer and good roads must be pro­
vided for his traveling.
Each year there arises the question as 
to which roads shall be rebuilt or re­
paired. Road building is expensive and 
motorists realize that it is impossible 
to have unlimited miles of cement high­
ways over the space of a year or two. 
However, it is extremely irritating to 
travel during a whole summer over long 
stretches of roads under repair. Par­
ticularly distressing is the one-way traf­
fic arrangement necessary where detours 
are impossible. The visiting motorist 
as well as the resident soon must ac­
quire a spirit of resignation or seek 
other states to drive in. A certain 
amount of road 'repair is expected each 
year. There is no doubt that it is nec­
essary, but to draw out the repairing of 
a road through an entire summer and, 
as in some cases, to continue on the 
same stretch the following year seems 
hardly more than sloth and incompetent 
planning. There seems no apparent 
reason why the first few months of 
spring could not be utilized to despatch 
certain repair jobs before the heavy 
traffic of the summer has started. There 
are a number of bad spots on much 
traveled roads of the state which are 
but a few miles in length and which 
could be repaired or replaced in a 
month’s time before the season arrives. 
There is need in this respect of planning 
from a central point, of arranging for 
certain roads or parts of roads to be re­
placed each year, and of other sections 
to be repaired until time and money are 
available to put in new roads. Thus will 
be eliminated the present distress oc­
casioned by the ripping up of mile after 
mile of road over a whole summer sea­
son.
The tourist today is not content to 
remain in one spot. He desires to drive 
about and is proud of the number of 
miles that he is able to cover in a given 
period of time. He must have good 
roads that are not continually torn up 
if the feeling of hospitality is to be en­
gendered. Maine, as a state dependent
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upon tourist trade, cannot afford to risk 
the loss of summer visitors through 
poor roads or, more importantly, through 
the irritation caused by extremely slow 
and indolent repairing of her roads.
Our Cover Picture
THE Congregational Church at Ken- nebunkport is probably the most widely painted edifice in the state 
of Maine. Many artists have come from 
far distant points to place on their can­
vases the lines of the splendid building, 
while its architectural beauty has re­
ceived much praise in the brush of the 
late Louis Norton who painted it in 
every possible position of light and 
shade and in all four seasons of the 
year. The tall tower with its white­
faced clock has been a landmark in the 
historic town of Kennebunkport for 
many years and beckons old residents 
and news ones at the beginning of each 
summer season.
The Survey of
Maine Colleges
THE “ Survey of Higher Education in Maine” recently conducted by the University of Maine with the 
cooperation of Bates, Bowdoin, 
and Colby Colleges draws some 
interesting conclusions some of which 
we take the privilege of reprinting here. 
The final page of the report carries a 
paragraph of summary which reads in 
part as follows:
“ In conclusion, it is the judgment of 
the survey staff that Maine’s program 
for higher education during the next 
several years should be a program of 
concentration, intensification, and devel­
opment of existing facilities rather than 
a program of diversification or expan­
sion into new fields. Evidence has not 
been found to support the development 
of additional institutions for women, nor 
for the development of additional pro­
fessional schools at the present time. 
. . . .  It would seem that with the pro­
vision of considerable increase in sup­
port, the four institutions which are now 
functioning can care for any number of 
students which may reasonably be ex­
pected to desire higher education, and 
that their programs may be studied, 
modified and improved to provide ample 
and adequate higher educational facili­
ties for the state during the next sev­
eral years.”
The Survey has been made over a pe­
riod lasting two years and every pos­
sible angle of higher education in the 
state has been studied. It was inaug­
urated because of a study made a few 
years ago relative to student migration 
in which Maine appeared to show a high­
er percentage of net loss of students 
than the majority of the states of the 
country. The authorities at the Uni­
versity sought an answer for this and 
the survey is the result. President H. 
S. Boardman of the University and Dr. 
Olin S. Lutes who served as director and 
executive director respectively are de­
serving of much credit for the work that 
they have accomplished as also are the 
remaining members of the commission. 
The direct methods which were used 
for the determination of the cause of so 
many students seeking higher education 
in institutions outside of the state are 
commendable. The probable solution of 
the trouble has been suggested by the 
survey and it is hoped that steps for 
the accomplishment of this solution will 
be equally as direct.
R. J. S.
Published monthly. Editorial and General Offices, Monument Sq., Portland, Me. Entered as second class matter May 5, 1929( at the
postoffice at Portland, Me., under the Act of March 3, 1879.
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William Towle
President of Fryeburg
Academy Trustees
by Helen Searles Marsh
^'T~1RYEBURG is one of the dearest 
rH places to me, and the Academy 
A. there is one of my chief inter­
ests in Maine,” Honorable Wil­
liam W. Towle, a Boston attorney stated.
Mr. Towle is President of the Board 
of Trustees of Fryeburg Academy and 
enthusiastic regarding the new buildings, 
the gift of Cyrus K. Curtis, which are 
now under construction.
“ We are to dedicate the completed 
buildings, August 17, next on the 130th 
Anniversary of the founding of the Acad­
emy, and the 150th Anniversary of the 
birth of Daniel Webster, second Princi­
pal of the Academy in 1802.”
There are reasons why this quaint 
town has tenuous power with Mr. Towle. 
He was born in Fryeburg. So were his 
parents, Dr. William C. Towle, one time 
surgeon in the Civil War, who practised 
medicine in the town for over 40 years, 
and his mother, Ann E. Warren. He is 
a direct descendent of Elder William 
Brewster of the Mayflower pilgrims.
The old Towle homestead, first known 
as the Warren homestead, is occupied 
by Hon. W. W. Towle and family dur­
ing the summer months. (By the way, 
a freak weeping willow tree over 100 
years old called the Doughnut Tree at­
tracts attention in the front yard of the 
old Towle homestead.)
Mr. Towle recalls the early boyhood 
days, camping out, climbing the moun­
tains and fishing and boating on the his­
toric Lovewell’s Pond, the scene of the 
greatest Indian battle of olden times. 
He was graduated from Fryeburg Acad­
emy and has been an ardent worker 
for the prosperity of the Academy since 
leaving it. He was a graduate of Bow- 
doin College in 1891 and of Boston Uni­
versity Law School 3 years later, and 
for nearly 50 years has been practising 
his profession of law at 10 Tremont 
Street, Boston.
W illiam W . Towle
Although Mr. Towle is out of politics 
at present, he was a member of the Bos­
ton City Government at one time and 
served in the Massachusetts House of 
Representatives in 1895 and the Senate 
in ’97 and ’98. At present he is inter­
ested in many worth-while projects and 
devotes much time and energy outside 
of his general practise of law to phil­
anthropy and welfare work. He is 
President of the Neighborhood House 
Association in Lynn, which benefits 
nearly 1,000 people a week, and costs 
about $12,000 a year to maintain. This 
community house benefits women and 
children where they are taught practical 
lines of work and study. He serves as 
Chairman of the Church Committee of 
the Boston Society of the New Jeru­
salem, (Swedenborgian), and is Presi­
dent of the New-Church Theological 
School in Cambridge; also President of 
the Massachusetts New-Church Union; 
he serves on the Committee of Legis­
lation for the Massachusetts Federation 
of Churches, whifch includes all Protest­
ant Churches. This connection brings 
him in contact with many worth-while 
men who are his personal friends: the 
late Bishop Slattery, Dr. Massy, former 
pastor of Tremont Temple, Dr. Robert 
Watson, President of Sabbath Day 
League, and Dr. E. Talmadge Root, for­
mer field Secretary of the Massachu­
setts Society of Federated Churches.
Mr. Towle is a member of the Board 
of Trustees for the Waltham School for 
Girls, founded 60 years ago in Wal­
tham, Massachusetts. He was a former 
President of the Boston Association of 
the Alumni of Fryeburg Academy. He 
is a member of the Masonic Body of 
Massachusetts; also the Boston Bar As­
sociation, the Massachusetts Bar Asso­
ciation, and the American Bar Asso­
ciation and a former President of the 
Mercantile Library Association of Bos­
ton of which he is now an Honorary 
Member.
Mr. Towle’s duties are manifold as he 
assumes many responsibilities. “ I 
believe anything that ought to be done 
should be done, and I am willing to 
bear the responsibility of doing it,” Mr. 
Towle stated*
Mr. Towle married Helen L. Pettee of 
Boston, a daughter of Benjamin Pettee, 
a former Secretary of the Board of 
Overseers of the Poor in Boston for 50 
years. Mr. Pettee is now 92 years of 
age. Their home is in Brookline, Mass­
achusetts. One daughter, Elizabeth, a 
graduate of Smith College, recently 
married Ransom H. Skeen, a banker of 
New York and lecturer of banking at 
Columbia University. The family motor 
to Fryeburg for week-ends whenever 
possible. “ I am only one of about 
60,000 Maine people in Massachusetts,” 
was Mr. Towle’s modest expression at 
the close of the interview.
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Amateur Journalism in Maine
A  Thriving'Profession of Fifty to Sixty Years Ago
by Dion E . W oolley
Editor’s Note—Boys of today should be interested in this 
article relating the activities of the serious minded boys of 
fifty and sixty years ago who edited and printed little news­
papers and magazines, for the fascinating art of Amateur 
Jcnirnalism was the beginning of many great careers.
And the older men of today will grow enthusiastic in read­
ing of their efforts of long ago. Nothing so stimulates the 
heart and tends to rejuvenation of the man in his seventies, 
as recounting the events of seventeen.
FOR two decades follow­ing the close of the civil war the enticing- art of amateur jour­
nalism was nationally 
indulged in by thousands of 
enterprising A m e r i c a n  
youths. At one time it ap­
peared as though the num­
ber of these boyish publica­
tions was in excess of the I  
professional newspapers and magazines.
It was a hobby that inspired and de­
veloped authorship in one form or an­
other. These boy publishers not only 
wrote their stories, essays, criticisms 
and comments, but they set the type and 
did the printing on hand presses, and in 
most instances with crude materials and 
surroundings; usually in the attic, wood 
shed, or an abandoned room.
Amateur press associations 
came into being in various cities 
and states; the highest court of at­
tainment was the National Ama­
teur Press Association organized 
in Philadelphia on July 4, 1876, 
during the great Centennial Ex­
hibition. State and national con­
ventions were held annually there­
after and the boys and girls at 
these gatherings learned some­
thing of parliamentary procedure 
and the art of oratory and debate.
Some of the members have since 
made distinguished records in the 
halls of Congress and the higher 
offices at the disposal of our coun­
try. Others became eminent in 
various professions and the sci­
ences, while a considerable num­
ber steadfastly followed the print­
ing and publishing business and 
now head great newspapers and 
publishing organizations.
In the history of Amateur Jour­
nalism, it is only natural that the 
State of Maine should occupy a 
prominent position; it is necessary 
to mention only one, the name of 
Cyrus H. K. Curtis to substantiate 
the assertion, for in his particular 
field Mr. Curtis unquestionably oc­
cupies a leading position; although 
after starting his first experiment 
as a publisher in the city of his 
birth, he migrated to Philadelphia 
where he found the environment 
best suited to carry out his high ideals.
But at the out-set, aged fifteen, young 
Curtis was a full fledged amateur, and 
he has ever since maintained intimate 
connection with the boys who were his 
contemporaries through his membership 
in The Fossils, an organization com­
posed of “ Amateur Journalists of the 
Past."
Cyrus Curtis issued his first paper, 
The Young America, on Wednesday, 
April 5, 1865, with publication office at 
131 Middle Street, Portland. The 
printed page was only 2% x 4 inches, 
with two columns to the page; four 
pages. The subscription price was 25 
cents for three months; 2 cents per copy,
to be issued weekly on Wednesdays. The 
first and second issues carried a con­
tinued story entitled “ The Overpaid 
Check,” and editorial notes with puzzles 
and conundrums strongly featured. The 
contents of these embryonic issues il­
lustrated the young publisher’s ideals. 
A paragraph in the second number 
stated:
“ We have received so many 
articles for publication that we 
are obliged to defer some of 
them until next week.”
Here the reader will discern the 
“ come on” incentive to readers to se­
cure the next number; quite indicative 
of the successful publisher.
When young Curtis decided to start 
his first venture in publishing, he re­
signed as carrier for the Portland Press 
where he had received a salary of $2.00 
per week, and was also delivering for 
the Portland Argus. He confided his 
ambitions to his chum, Walter Goold, 
and they determined to join forces under 
the firm name of C. H. Curtis & Co. A
printer agreed to print 400 
copies for $5.00.
This was fair enough, but 
the sales of the first issue did 
not measure up to expecta­
tions, and Walter not having 
as much gold as his name im­
plied, was so worried about 
the payment of the $5.00 
that partnership was imme­
diately dissolved. The finan­
cial condition did not seem to trouble 
Cyrus, so he went ahead with active plans 
to issue the second number, reasoning 
that no publication could be made suc­
cessful in a single issue. He also decided 
the logical plan for continuing the paper 
was to set up his own printing plant.
He went to Boston, purchased a dis­
carded hand press for $2.50 and some 
type for $15. With this meager 
equipment he could only set one 
page of Young America at a time, 
print it, and distribute the type 
four times in order to get out one 
edition. But his determination to 
establish his little paper was too 
strong to admit defeat, and gradu­
ally he developed a small job 
printing business and made his en­
terprise a paying one. Its weekly 
income, however, was minus about 
six cyphers as compared with that 
of the present Curtis Publishing 
Company.
By dint of close application, con­
tinuing to serve the Argus and 1 
sandwiching attendance at school 
every day, young Curtis worked 
up a paying circulation of 400 
copies a week, and by 1866 in­
creased his plant investment tol 
$200. Then, alas, came the great] 
fire on July 4, 1866, which de­
stroyed every vestige of his plant] 
and left him “ financially shat-1 
tered.” But for all that, Cyrus 
conquered!
There are numerous other out­
standing successes in the editing 
and publishing line resultant from 
amateur experiences.
William O. Fuller, of Rockland, 
Maine, began publishing the Enter- 
prise, a monthly, in April, 1873, 
while attending school. He acquired 
a small Novelty press and some 
secondhand body and advertising 
type, combining the activities of editor, 
publisher, advertising manager, compos­
itor, pressman and printer’s devil. The 
Enterprise was of four pages set in non­
pareil, a tremendous task for a novice. 
At the age of eighteen, Fuller was grad­
uated, and for $800 he acquired a print­
ing business which had been discontinued 
on account of the owner’s illness, and a 
month after graduation he was an 
“expert” printer. He discontinued the 
Enterprise and launched the Courier, a 
weekly of four pages, which, entering 
upon a career marked by varying for­
tunes, in the progress of years, absorbed 
by consolidation the older papers pub­
lished in Rockland, and is now the
Cyrus H. K. Curtis
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Courier-Gazette, tri-weekly, with a cir­
culation of more than 6000 and holding 
a high rank among the country papers 
of New England.
The young man responsible for its 
honorable and profitable career, having 
its inception in the realms of amateur- 
dom fifty-seven years ago, continues as 
editor and manager in active daily as­
sociation with its affairs. Such con­
sistent devotion to a cause is rare, and 
is an added evidence of the splendid 
influence of amateur journalism.
Augusta was strongly infected with 
this spirit of journalism, where some 
four or five publications thrived during 
the period of 1880 to '90. Here, in Feb­
ruary, 1884, Harry M. Bigelow, now the 
genial editor of the Portland Press- 
Herald, launched a miniature eight page 
paper entitled The Chip. The pages 
were 2 x 3  inches; subscription 20 cents 
a year; publication office, 20 Crescent 
Street. In the second number, which 
was a better piece of press work than 
the first, the editor 
offers this apology 
in rhyme:
“ Now I’ll make a 
confession
I know my first im­
pression
Was not very clear 
And I seemed a bit 
askew;
But my press you 
know was new 
And also the press­
man.”
Bigelow’s f i r s t  
little Chip contained 
an editorial on “ En­
couragement,” para­
graphs concerning 
amateur exchanges, 
etc. One item is a 
reminder that “ this 
is the editor’s first 
attempt and if we 
make mistakes and 
other blundtres we 
hope that more ex­
perienced e d i t a r s 
will not refuse to ex­
change with us.”
The desire to receive 
“ e x c h a n g e s ” ap­
peared uppermost in 
the minds of these 
boy editors.
It is evident that Mr. Bigelow re­
ceived many responses to his appeal for 
“encouragement” otherwise he would not 
now be occupying the editorial chair of 
Portland’s leading newspaper.
At about this time Burleigh & White- 
house were publishing The Boy's Herald 
at 91 Grove Street, Augusta; while 
Horace Hamlin & Co. published The Pine 
Tree Echo, another diminutive sheet 
similar to Bigelow’s Chip, but only four 
pages. The salutatory reads:
“ In this pin head sheat the 
Pine Tree Echo appers for the 
first time. It is twic as small 
as we was going to have it but 
our time being limited we could 
not.”
Thanks are extended to J. R. Board- 
man, another Augusta amateur of 
prominence, for a bundle of amateur pa­
pers consisting of The Mayflower, The 
Head Light, The Bay State Pearl and 
The Scrap Book.
Others in Augusta active in amateur 
journalism were the Misses Hattie and 
Mattie Brickett, Gertrude Young, Will 
Perkins and G. O. Smith.
The Bangor Boys was a flourishing 
magazine form publication issued at
Bangor in 1886-1887; four to eight 
pages with colored cover; type pages 
were SV2 x 4^  inches. The office was 
at Union and Second Streets, Albert G. 
Davis was publisher; E. D. Merrill, 
Henry S. Chapman and Studley, editors 
and contributors. Mr. Merrill, now liv­
ing in New York City, is president of 
the Bank of New York and Trust Com­
pany at 52 Wall Street. The edi­
tors described the magazine as “ A Live 
and Active Amateur Journal.” It ad­
vocated the idea of establishing a State 
Amateur Library and Fred W. Williams 
was chairman of the committee ap­
pointed to carry out the idea.
The Pine Tree Chip, edited and pub­
lished by J. M. Parker at West Water- 
ville, in 1879, was an attractive sheet 
of four pages, 4*4 x 6 inches, two col­
umns to the page. Below the front 
page heading ran the familiar Long­
fellow stanza—“ Lives of Great Men all 
remind us,” etc. The contents included 
creditable original stories and poems,
many of the latter re-prints. The paper 
was well printed and carried a full page 
of advertising.
At Lewiston, McDonald & Ross is­
sued the West Pitch Echoes in 1887, and 
J. H. Burgess published the Phonograph, 
which at that time was an up-to-date 
title.
Coming down to Brunswick, Chas. F. 
Lincoln and Henry S. Chapman edited 
the Cumberland Monthly from 1883 to 
1886. This was a very ambitious pub­
lication devoted to literary efforts of 
merit. It was also the official organ of 
the Maine Amateur Journalists’ Asso­
ciation. After three years the editors 
discontinued publication “ on account of 
a desire to devote more time to our 
studies.” In closing the editor pays a 
tribute to the value of amateur journa­
lism, referring to it as a “ noble insti­
tution.”
But Portland appears to have been 
the mecca of amateur journalistic ven­
tures in the state. Here, from 1873 to 
1876 Charles E. Williams published The 
Gazette with office in the U. S. Hotel. 
This was quite a pretentious sheet, both 
in size, make up and contents. The type 
page was 6% x 8 inches with three col­
umns to each of the four pages. Its 
headline was “ Multum in Parvo.” Short 
stories, a column of “ Nonsense,” edi­
torials, comments on exchanges, and a 
puzzle department were the main fea­
tures. There was also a liberal amount 
of advertising by local merchants and 
a half column ad. of the Rockland En­
terprise, published by W. O. Fuller. 
Editor Williams’ present address is 430 
Fourth Street, Portland.
Fred Small, now with Gurnett & Co., 
22 Monument Square, Portland, in com­
pany with Fred D. Cole, og Abbott Vil­
lage, edited and published the Portland 
Press during 1883 and 1884. This was 
a creditable sheet. The leading article 
of Vol. 2, No. 4, covering the first and 
second pages extolled the climatic ad­
vantages of the city of Portland, prob­
ably as a fore-runner of the present 
Maine Publicity Bureau.
Ernest C. Warren, now connected 
with Everett & Pennell, 137 Middle 
Street, Portland, edited The Tomahawk 
in 1884; the initial 
issue dated June 
and July of that 
year. The page size 
was 314 x 414 
•inches; it was pub­
lished from 93 Ox­
ford Street. The 
opening article was 
a “ Romance” de­
scribing an affair 
between two “ city 
dudes” and a coun­
try boy; the “ dudes” 
receiving the worst 
of the bargain. The 
l e a d i n g  editorial 
read:
“ As this the 
first edition of 
our paper, we ask 
that a m a t e u r s  
will n,ot criticise 
us to closely as 
the e d i t or is 
slightly troubled 
with the heart di­
sease and the dis- 
a p p o i n t  m e n t  
m i g h t  be his 
death blow.”
A l s o  in 1884, 
Charles J. Bailey, 
now of the firm of 
James Bailey & Co., 
18 Free Street, Portland, published Our 
Amateur, size 314 x 5 inches, four pages. 
The office was at 118 State Street, and 
published for the purpose of “ represent­
ing Portland in amateur journalism and 
for what amusement the editors can de­
rive from it.” The staff included 
Charlie J. Bailey, editor; Willis E. 
Bailey and Carl L. Houston, associates. 
The paper contained stirring articles on 
amateur activities and urged the or­
ganization of a local club, which was 
formed. Associated in this as officers 
were Fred G. Fassett, Elliot C. Mitch­
ell, Chas. E. Clapp, C. W. Small and 
Geeorge Thornton Edwards.
The same issue contained a report of 
the New England Amateur Press As­
sociation convention held at the Y. M. C. 
A. Hall on July 2, 1884, when upwards 
of sixty amateur publishers from New 
England states attended; a banquet in 
the evening closed the event.
George Thornton Edwards, a well 
known author -and composer now lo­
cated at 142 High Street, Portland, 
edited and printed The Portland Eagle 
from 1884 to 1886, and was also asso­
ciate editor of Smiles and Satire in 
(Continued on Page 25)
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Fort McKinley and
Eleven Years of C. M. T. C.
THE eleventh summer of the Citi­zens’ Training Camps comes in with 1931, and Fort McKinley, on Great Diamond Island in Portland 
Harbor, is preparing to take care 
of its yearly influx of young men who 
are anxious to avail themselves of the 
opportunities offered by such training. 
We quote here a letter from President 
Hoover to Mr. George F. James, Na­
tional Executive Secretary of the Mili­
tary Training Camp Association in 
which the President gives his opinion 
of the work which is being done by these 
camps throughout the country. The let­
ter runs as follows:
“The Citizens’ Military Train­
ing Camps have through ten 
years proved themselves impor­
tant agencies of physical and 
moral health in the individual and 
of civic welfare in the Nation.
The willingness of young men to 
devote a month to this training 
program for better citizenship is 
proof of good-will in the genera­
tion on which will presently de­
volve the maintenance of our 
social and political institutions.
“ I commend the Citizens’ 
Camps to all fathers and mothers 
and to young men of suitable age 
in the hope and belief that the 
camps will show themselves as 
useful in the future as they have 
been in the past.”
Fort McKinley has ranked for a num­
ber of years as one of the leading camps 
holding citizens’ military training pe­
riods in the United States. General 
Summerall, former chief of staff of the 
United States Army, commended it very 
favorably on his inspection tour two 
years ago, stressing particularly the 
dress, deportment, and spirit of the 
young men at the camp. As has been 
the custom in the past officers of the 
Fifth Infantry, which is stationed at 
Portland, are to have charge of affairs 
at McKinley during the C. M. T. C. 
period, which this year will be held from 
July 2 to July 31.
The Citizens’ Military Training Camps 
have ceased to be an experiment. They 
were first organized in 1921, and the 
1930 camp marked the end of a ten-year 
period of successful training. The camps 
were authorized by the amended Na­
tional Defense Act of 1920. Since their 
organization thousands of young men 
between the ages of 17 and 24 have been 
introduced to military training in its 
varying aspects. They have been shown 
not only the use of the Springfield rifle, 
the knowledge of how to drill and march, 
and the methods employed in warfare, 
but have been taught the duties of good 
citizenship, a spirit of patriotism, and 
received a month of physical and mental 
activity of the very best type. Many 
parents encourage their sons to attend 
camp for patriotic reasons, but many 
more are interested in the non-military
Colonel Lucius C. Bennett 
Who is in charge of the C. M. T. C. 
at Fort McKinley again this year
results to be obtained. Mothers feel 
that nowhere else can certain much 
valued virtues be acquired in such a 
short space of time. The camps have 
spent a great deal in their ten years of 
operation to promote community stand­
ards and national devotions.
Although the military training is 
fundamental at the camps, athletics and 
social life are sponsored and directed 
carefully. A certain part of each day 
is set aside for the boys to take part in 
the form of athletics which they like 
best. Facilities for swimming with the 
benefit of excellent instruction are made 
possible every day. Dances are held 
each week under the direction of camp 
hostesses. The young men are provided 
with work and play in sufficiently diver­
sified quantities to make life enjoyable.
The arrangement of the courses at the 
C. M. T. C. are almost common knowl­
edge at the present time. There are 
four courses, one for each year of the 
training period; a basic course, a red 
course, a white course and the blue 
course. As the student continues from 
year to year he grows in experience until 
the fourth year places him in command 
of the younger members and enables him 
to act as leader in the various camp 
formations. The new recruit receives 
instruction in marksmanship, close order 
drill, military courtesy and the general
duties of the soldier. Lectures on per­
sonal hygiene under the supervision of 
the army medical corps, talks on citizen­
ship and instruction on the general pres­
ervation of health all combine to pro­
vide the young campers with an excel­
lent training, which is as beneficial to 
him in civilian life as it is during his 
stay in camp.
Endorsement of the popularity of the 
C. M. T. C. comes from those who have 
attended the camps and is primarily ex­
plained by the opportunities found for 
vigorous outdoor living. Schedules di­
vide each day’s activities into a program 
that calls for continuous physical exer­
cise. The day is opened, after an early 
breakfast, with military drill which con­
tinues almost until noon. Part of the 
time is spent on the parade ground and 
part on the range, but all of it is given 
to strenuous body endeavor, and in the 
afternoon there is a chance for expert 
instruction in a great variety of outdoor 
sports from baseball, volley ball, and 
swimming to tennis, boxing and golf. 
The students are given the opportunity 
of choosing their own form of athletics.
A vital feature of camp life is the 
careful adaptation of the program to the 
physical condition of every one enrolled. 
No one is admitted to the course who 
does not qualify after a careful examina­
tion by army surgeons. Thus is assur­
ance given that no over-strain of the 
young men is possible. Experience has 
shown that the boys develop rapidly 
under such ideal training conditions. 
There is hardly a case on record where 
weight has not been gained and the gen­
eral physical condition of the student 
improved after thirty days at camp.
In the ten years that the C. M. T. C. 
has been organized, the enrollment has 
increased from 10,299 in 1921 to 37,500 
in 1930. Applications in 1930 exceeded 
camp capacity by nearly 30,000 and 
would have been much greater if the en­
rollment period had not been closed 
many weeks before the opening of the 
camp.
The young men who attend come 
mostly from industrial life or from 
schools and colleges. This latter group 
have a special incentive in enrollment 
since the leaders in American education 
have endorsed the camps heartily. 
During the past seven years many 
schools, colleges, and universities of high 
rank have offered scholarships bearing 
free tuition for an award to the out­
standing men of the C. M. T. C. Among 
these institutions are Yale, Columbia, 
Pennsylvania, Pittsburgh, Southern Cal­
ifornia, and Washington and Lee Uni­
versities.
Social and religious life are carefully 
considered by the leaders in the camps. 
In all camps of any size there is an army 
hostess. Every training center has a 
club house or some other provision for 
the passing of the evening hours. A 
camp library and writing room are also 
provided. Moving pictures and amateur
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or professional plays are also on the 
monthly program.
Religious instruction is a marked fea­
ture of camp life with regular army 
chaplains planning services for men of 
all faiths.
The Citizens’ Military Training 
Camps were not organized for the pur­
pose of creating a great military asset, 
but it was believed that they would re­
sult in the strengthening of the National 
Guard and make an addition to the or­
ganized reserves. An increasing sense 
of civic responsibility and a greater 
patriotic devotion in the young men en­
rolled was expected by the organizers. 
The first decade of the training camps 
has brought this result. A great many 
of the young men have won their com­
missions in the organized reserves; some 
of the camp members have joined the 
National Guard of their respective 
states; several hundred thousand have 
received schooling in military training 
and discipline; and the enrollment of 
new members each year turns public 
thought in the direction of civic duties 
and national security.
The camps appeal to those who join 
because they desire military training, 
because they like the uniform, and are 
glad to respond to the drill and discipline 
taught by the officers. They rejoice in 
the teamwork, whether it is on the 
parade ground, the rifle range, or the 
athletic field, and their imagination is 
stirred by martial music from reveille 
to taps. This type of young man is most 
likely to appreciate the significance of 
the training and advance from the basic 
through the red and white to the final 
training of the blue course. Oftentimes 
one year in a Citizens’ Military Train­
ing Camp creates a desire to continue 
the work and results later on in enroll­
ment in the R. 0. T. C. units of schools 
and colleges.
Although the primary reason which 
impels young men to spend a month 
under the influence of military organiza­
tion is the appreciation of the training 
itself, all students find pleasure in the
new surroundings and new experiences. 
The distribution of C. M. T. C. Camps 
all over the country, with locations on 
attractive army reservations on the sea 
shore, in the mountains, by lakes or 
rivers—answer this desire of young men 
for new conditions.
There is not only the wish for new 
physical surroundings but also an im­
pulse toward new and broader social 
contacts. The camps provide for this 
want in the intimate living of young 
men from towns and cities and from vil­
lages and farms. There is a constant 
mingling of young men of different occu­
pations. One tent may serve as the 
common roof for the farmer’s boy, the 
college student, the young employee of 
the bank, the factory or the store’. The 
cross section of American life instills a 
feeling of Democratic living in all stu­
dents at camp. This thought of democ­
racy is strengthened by camp regula­
tions, which allow no discrimination 
except that which is based on character, 
ability, and good conduct. The social 
life of the camp forges some necessary 
virtues; the bashful boy gains confi­
dence, the forward one receives a lesson 
in self-restraint. Initiative and self- 
assertion are developed. Army disci­
pline means, of course, obedience and 
respect for authority, and these traits 
are instilled in the minds of the stu­
dents through an appreciation of tact 
and courtesy. There is a straight­
forwardness and self-independence re­
quired which makes the training an 
invaluable one. Every hour has its 
appropriate duty and activity and the 
test of individual excellence maintains 
a competitive spirit which brings out the 
latent qualities of the young men.
It is perfectly natural that every boy, 
as he approaches manhood, wants to get 
away for a time from the familiar rou­
tine of home and school and to enjoy 
more freedom and self-direction. The 
Citizens’ Military Training Camps afford 
unusual opportunity to fulfill this 
normal craving, while they maintain an 
admirable supervision and direction. 
The officers in charge of the young men 
are fully qualified to act as teachers and 
proctors during the thirty days of the 
camp.
Camp training is an asset and may 
well be capitalized in the fields of busi­
ness and civilian life. The inculcation of 
exactness, respect for authority, initi­
ative, quick reaction to conditions, and a 
desire to go forward, all provide a 
unique training. Many corporations 
have noted the results of the camp 
training period with interest, and as a 
consequence many manufacturers, bank­
ers, merchants, directors of transporta­
tion and public utilities, and leaders in 
various other industries have adopted the 
policy of sending their best employees to 
camp.
Life in the Citizens’ Military Training 
Camps meets all the expectations of 
those who join them. Officers are se- 
lected from the regular army in respect 
to their interest in the training of young 
men. The training centers are located 
on reservations of natural beauty, many 
of which offer much historical interest. 
In some camps the men are quartered in 
permanent barracks; in others they have 
a tent city of their own; army cooks and 
bakers under experienced mess officers 
furnish wholesome and satisfying meals. 
Medical attention, laundry service, 
transportation and all uniforms and ■ 
equipments are issued without expense 
to those who attend the camps.
Each year more young men apply 
than can be accepted. The satisfaction 
of so many natural desires such as, new 
associations, outdoor sports, hard work, 
and refreshing play, keen competition, 
and the opportunity for developing every 
latent interest and capacity, makes the 
strongest appeal which the camp has 
for American boyhood. Proof of the 
realization of expectations held by those 
who enroll each year is evidenced in the 
increasing number of old and new candi­
dates for each summer’s camp. The 
military training derived is useful and 
important. The outdoor activity and 
training and appreciation of discipline 
and authority are even more valuable 
and can be constantly applied in civilian 
life. The camps have thus proved 
during their existence the valuable posi­
tion they have taken in the lives of the 
young men of the country.
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A S each spring rolls around and the various streams, ponds and lakes shed their winter ceiling of ice, I know where many of 
my friends will spend their
time.
Very early in the season some of them 
drop in to see me clad in cold weather 
clothes, creel on hip, rubber boots or 
high “ leather tops,” heavy socks and 
sweaters and I know they are headed 
for some early clearing brook in the 
vicinity. So strong has been the 
urge that some of them have made 
arrangements far in advance for 
worms from some friendly green­
houses and have scouted the waters 
for days.
I realize keenly the real pleas­
ure and enjoyment that comes to 
the devotee of brook fishing. In 
my mind’s eye I can see him pro­
gressing slowly down some wind­
ing, tumbling brook, sizing up the 
“ holes” and rapids, dropping his 
bait gently in some promising 
rwirl and more than occasionally 
taking in a “ counter.” The early 
brook fisherman knows that trout 
do not take the bait in the rush­
ing dash that comes later on, but 
on the other hand is more sluggish 
in his actions.
Many a heavy trout is taken at 
this time of year and the average 
certainly is larger than later on.
While it is many times a cold chil­
ly trip, the results obtained and 
the exercise make this first fishing well 
worth while.
Then there is that group of friends 
who wait in fond anticipation the break­
ing up of the ice in lakes or ponds and 
who think that the only way to enjoy 
fishing is to “ troll,” and it is good sport. 
To select from a big variety of baits 
and lures the one you think will do the 
trick, to “ sew on” a smelt or to bait 
“ archer” or spoon is to realize one of 
the joyous uncertainties of fishing. The 
selection of proper rod, reel and line, 
the adjustments of leaders, swivels, con­
necting links and various attractors, all 
are problems that are individual and 
by their multiplicity make fishing the 
alluring sport that it is.
If angling simply meant putting on 
some set bait, and dropping it in the 
water and catching fish as fast as they 
could be hauled in, there would be no 
pleasure or sport in the game. It is 
the constant matching of ideas and ex­
perience against the natural caution of 
the fish, the uncertainty of the sport 
and the varied Surprises that makes 
countless thousands of us follow it for 
recreation.
There certainly is pleasure in getting 
into a comfortable boat with an agree­
able companion and rowing over the 
good fishing grounds. Taking turns at 
the oars at stated intervals gives each 
one the chance for relaxation and for 
the warming up stimulation of mild ex­
ercise. Generally in fishing this way 
two different kinds of bait will be used 
especially at the start, to test out the 
appetites of the fish and many and 
varied are the conjectures and proph­
esies regarding them.
Every strike with its whirr of the 
reel gives a thrill and action to both 
parties, the one with the fish setting 
the hook and starting play and the less 
fortunate one reeling in and getting his 
line out of the way.
In the earliest spring trolling, a lot 
depends on just when the smelts “ run.” 
In practically all of our salmon and 
trout water the smelt run up the inlets 
to spawn at just about the time the ice 
leaves. Some old timers hold that this 
spawning period varies according to 
phases of the moon and that in some 
waters smelts run up before the ice 
leaves. At any rate the large salmon 
and trout follow the schooling of their 
ideal food, the small fresh water smelt 
and the best fishing is therefore found 
at the mouths of inlets and close along 
the shores.
The best early fishing bait is, of 
course, the smelt either “ sewed on” a 
single gut hook or fastened to archor 
or Rangeley spinner. Next in line come 
the nature baits (little translucent com­
position fish), the phantoms, quill baits 
and wagtails. Trout are much more 
greedy for worms than salmon and a 
bunk of big “ night walkers” on Cup- 
suptic spoon or Rangeley spinner will 
many times prove effective. The so- 
called Maine Trolling fly, a large fly 
tied on extra long shank aberdeen hook, 
with a bunk of worms added, often 
proves attractive to both trout and sal­
mon. The fly fisherman has learned in 
later years that he can fish with success 
from the day the ice goes out, streamer 
flies being the answer. These are fished 
just below the surface and retrieved with 
short jerks, the appearance being of a 
lively little minnow. The best patterns
for this early fly casting are light ones 
such as White Bucktails, Red Spot 
Streamers, Supervisors Plumed Knight, 
Black Ghost, Bobs Fancy and that ever 
popular Welch Rarebit.
Choice of lines is as varied as one can 
imagine. Some prefer a hard braided 
silk block in color while others elect 
a mottled or brown tint, then again to 
some an enameled line is the “ one and 
only” and these can be obtained in a 
variety of colors and sizes. Of course, 
the answer is that they are all 
good and serve their purpose splen­
didly.
Reels and rods offer a multi- 
- plicity of ideas and new models of 
“ level winders,” “ double multi­
pliers” and “ free spoolers,” tempt 
the pocket books of sport lovers. 
In general any reel that is in ser­
viceable condition and that will 
hold one hundred yards of line will 
do the trick for trolling and any 
rod, be it of steel, greenheart or 
bamboo, that is sturdily made to 
stand the constant dray of a long 
line, is really all right.
The fly fisherman can use his pet 
rods for casting streamers but will 
do well to avoid trolling as the 
constant strain in one position is 
quite likely to “set” his bamboo.
A sizeable landing net is con­
sidered by most fishermen as an 
essential and of course, there are 
several patterns. Where one has 
storage space, the big sturdy solid 
bow frame is excellent but the preference 
among my friends is for the jointed 
handle collapsible frame net which can be 
packed in a cloth bag of about the same 
dimensions as a large trolling rod.
For safe transportation and easy ac- 
cessability of baits, reels, sinkers, etc., 
a tackle box is almost an essential. These 
are made today in a great variety of 
sizes, styles and prices so that the fish­
erman can easily satisfy his own ideas.
Taking it all in all the ideas on fishing 
tackle and equipment are as varied as 
it is possible to imagine, but the one 
big thing back of the whole sport is 
healthy, outdoor recreation. Who can 
spend a day fishing in the outdoors 
and not realize more fully the blessing 
of a supply of game fish, that nature 
and a wise state department has given 
Maine?
Among my friends and among all 
fishermen generally is a firmly growing 
habit of enjoying fishing simply as a 
sport and hundreds of them are killing 
but a very few of the fish they take. 
A fish caught today and returned to 
the waters unharmed offers sport for 
tomorrow. The sad photographs of a 
long string of dead fish are no longer 
proudly displayed as a mark of skill 
and tales of tremendous “ kills” do not 
hold the attention of listeners. A few 
fish for the table are absolutely proper 
but the long strings which are often 
mostly wasted due to spoilage, are fast 
becoming a thing of the past.
Difficult Footing
My Fishing Friends
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W E WERE returning from a deep sea fishing trip off the coast of Southern Maine, and the conversation had drifted 
from salt to fresh water fish­
ing. I lay sprawled upon the fantail 
of the motor boat, while beside me sat 
a native who had chewed tobacco in stol­
id silence throughout the trip, but had 
shown himself to be by far the best 
fisherman of the lot.
“ Speaking of trout,” said the native 
squirting a stream of tobacco juice at a 
passing jelly fish, and helping himself 
liberally from the cider jug, “ see that 
river making down through the ma’sh? 
Well sir, there’s trout in her, big ones, 
too and black as your hat, and what’s 
more there’s been many a salmon ketched 
out of her years ago. Why, I’ll bet she 
haint been fished for twenty year. Say, 
you take it along towards evening with 
the tide coming in and I’ll bet you could 
fill a barsket in no time.”
Now I had learned from previous ex­
periences that many of the inhabitants 
of the village took keen delight in slight­
ly exaggerating the natural resources of 
the country. Moreover as a boy I had 
often fished from the two main bridges 
over this river and had never seen any­
thing caught except pollock, flounders, 
tom-cod, eels, and skulpins. This same 
marshland through which the river ran 
had also served as our hunting ground 
for snipe, yellow-legs, plover and duck, 
so that the idea of brook trout in that 
immediate vicinity seemed ridiculous.
However, the temptation to give it -a 
trial proved strong, for the old fellow 
spoke with a sincerity that was con­
vincing. So no sooner had we landed 
and taken care of our catch, than I 
started for the nearest hardware store 
some twelve miles distant where I nur- 
chased the only available rod, a nine 
foot steel, together with a dozen snelled 
hooks and a wooden bottle of split shot.
My former trout fishing had been 
limited to an occasional trip to a brook 
in a well fished district, during my school 
days, where a seven or eight inch trout 
had been considered a prize, together 
with a short camping trip to a lake near 
the Rangeleys where our amateur efforts 
with the fly had been occasionally re­
warded with a half pounder. Meanwhile
the study of medicine, practice in a 
southern community, and a war, had 
kept me from this pastime for some 
twenty years.
Early the next morning, with my ten 
year old son for company, I drove to a 
neighboring farm where after an hour 
of digging in the sandy soil we had 
some twenty worms to our credit.
It was our intention to strike the river 
just below where the woods joined the 
marsh, so cutting across the fields in 
this general direction we soon en­
countered a well worn path which led 
to a rude bridge across the river at 
about the desired location. Here we 
ngged our rods and prepared to try 
out our faith in our friend’s prognos­
tications. At this point the river nar­
rowed to some ten feet and could more 
properly be termed a brook. As it hap­
pened the tide was beginning to flow in, 
so buoyed up by the spirit of explora­
tion, we began to fish in a most con­
scientious manner.
Scarcely had the bait struck the water 
than there was a vicious nibble and the 
worm was stripped from the hook. After 
several more attempts which sadly de­
pleted our supply of bait, I succeeded 
in landing one of the robbers which 
proved to be a three inch salt water 
minnow. For some hundred yards we 
fished cautiously up stream, retrieving 
our bait at the first tell-tale nibble. 
Meanwhile the marsh grass gave way to 
breast high wild rose bushes and 
tangled morning glory vines in full 
bloom. At the very edge of this growth, 
there came a tug that felt familiar and 
an eight inch trout was flopping in the 
brush. This was encouragement enough 
and when some thirty feet farther on, 
a nine incher was added to the bag, we 
felt that our faith had been rewarded.
Some hundred feet above, the brook 
made a sharp bend forming a rather 
deep hole into which trickled a rill from 
a spring on the hillside. Carefully cast­
ing over the rose bushes, the bait struck 
the water with a plop. Instantly there 
was a tremendous rush and tug and I 
was fast. The rod tip bent out of sight 
over the bushes while the line cut back 
and forth across the pool. To attempt 
to play him in such a tangle was out 
of the question so carefully reeling in as
much as possible I gave him the butt 
and flopping through the bushes came 
such a trout as I had never believed 
could exist in a brook of that size; fully 
seventeen inches long, plump, and of 
magnificent coloring. Depositing him 
in a safe hollow with my son to watch 
him, I again cast into the pool. Another 
rush, then a flopping on the bank fol­
lowed by a heavy splash, announced that 
a big one had made good his escape. 
Some ten minutes later I tried again. 
This time the hook held and a sixteen 
inch trout was threshing about safe on 
shore.
Needless to say, this was sufficient for 
one day, so packing our catch in wet 
grass and wrapping them in a shirt as 
we had brought no creel, we were soon 
on our way to the fish market which 
also served as the local club. Here the 
scales were brought into play and it was 
found that the largest weighed one 
ounce less than two pounds while the 
next in size was three ounces lighter.
Several of the local fishermen were 
sitting about after their day’s work and 
were unanimous in stating that no such 
trout had been caught in that locality 
within their memory. They were frank 
in their admiration, but goodnaturedly 
accused us of catching them in a back 
country fish pond where summer visi­
tors were allowed to fish for so much 
per trout. One of the fishermen sug­
gested having them mounted so without 
more ado we hopped into the machine 
and within two hours the largest one 
was in the hands of a Portland taxider­
mist, while not so long after, the re­
maining three were providing a feast 
that will long linger in our memories.
Only once more during that season 
did we try the brook, and were rewarded 
by a twelve and an eleven inch trout 
from the same hole. This time we took 
six more good sized ones from the hun­
dred yards or so above, before the brook 
dwindled to a mere rill and lost itself 
in such thick underbrush as to make 
fishing impossible.
The following summer we visited the 
brook three times and made good catches 
each time although the largest was ten 
inches. The same held true for the third 
season.
(Continued on Page 28)
The
Forgotten Brook
by Albert P. Tibbets
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The Qarden 
Wakes in Maine
by Lucina H. Lombard
i r T  MS time to uncover the garden 
| after Good Friday has come and 
to plant a nice row of sweet 
peas. For in spring more than 
any other time we are minded 
of Goethe’s saying, “ Flowers are the 
beautiful hieroglyphics of Nature, by 
which she indicates how much she loves 
us.”
The snowdrops are already blooming 
snugly nestled against the wall of the 
house and yellow crocuses are opening 
beside them.
So we take off the flat boughs of fir 
from our garden. The fertilizer covers 
the bed several inches deep. Boy rakes 
off the top till he comes to the frozen 
layer beneath; then leaves the sun to do 
his work. Only a few mornings more 
and that, too, is thawed, and the green 
spears of daffodils, scillas and iris and 
the rosy cone of peonies are coming up 
to view their old place.
The ninth, frogs were singing their 
first even-song. Robins, bluebirds, 
nuthatches, grackles and song sparrows 
visit the garden.
Patriot’s Day
We have been on a hillside ramble and 
found mayflower buds opening, and shy 
hepaticas pushed up from the fuzzy 
cotton wool leaves surrounding them, 
their bright lavender and pink tinted 
and pearly faces, delicate replicas of the 
fluffy clouds overhead. We wonder if 
Brown Mother Rabbit in the stone wall 
and the Big White Mother of the 
swampy pasture learned from hepaticas 
to cover her new babies with the soft 
fur pulled from her own breast.
The boys come home in high glee; the 
wild ducks have come to Little River 
and their swimming incites the boys. 
They had a fine swim, too. Something 
to tell of when they get back to the city.
A few more warm days and the 
Daphnes are out along Little River; run 
wild from Captain Codman’s old- 
fashioned garden to which he had 
brought many treasures from overseas, 
in the decade or two before Elijah 
Kellogg and Sergeant Prentiss husked 
corn and bunched onions for him in his 
barn-chamber; and Hawthorne visited 
his aunt while fitting for- college with 
the eccentric Parson Bradley of Stroud- 
water, riding back and forth with his 
blaek colt.
The bewitching scent of the Daphne’s 
tiny rose-colored flowers, like rosettes 
set at intervals along its slim wands, 
fills the room with sweetness.
The call of the Phoebe and the pierc­
ingly sweet notes of the meadowlark add 
to our outdoor enjoyment. And all these 
bird friends have a definite amount of 
work to do in helping us in the flower 
and vegetable garden, the toad also. In
Covent Garden Market, London, toads 
are among the gardener’s commodities 
on sale, as in the days of Celia Thaxter’s 
visit.
Yellow bell-shaped flowered Forsythia 
is the next earliest shrub and makes a 
brave showing.
Preparation of a Seed Bed
One of the things that may be done in 
April or early May is the preparation of 
a seed bed; though the seeds must not be 
sown till the ground is warm. The chil­
dren must not be forgotten in the garden 
work. Now is the time for them to learn 
to know each flower and vegetable seed 
at sight, so that they can scorn a garden 
label. They should learn the different 
depths at which seeds should be planted 
and the distances between rows for dif­
ferent plants, whether flowers or vege­
tables; the necessity of a deep, rich, and 
fine soil for the seed bed; and that if 
some leaf mold can be added it will help 
to conserve the moisture needed to give 
the tiny plants a fair start in life; and 
all the other minutaie of careful gar­
dening.
The second week in May the Barn 
Swallows and the Sandpiper are seen 
where the Calamus shoots are yellow- 
green in the run by the brook.
The Seed
The Genii in the Arabian tale is not 
half so astonishing as the seed. In its 
tiny brown self lie folded roots, stalks, 
leaves, buds, flowers, seed-vessels, sur­
passing in color and beautiful form.
And when the seed cradles are ready, 
you put the seed babies in comfortably 
and cover them up warm with earth so 
that they may finish their nap, and you 
have established a new intimacy with 
the comrade Earth Mother mighty in 
the producing of life.
Nasturtiums are our second seeds to 
be planted out-of-doors. But do you 
remember Celia Thaxter’s egg-shell cups 
and Grandmother’s salt-boxes of window- 
grown seedlings—both flowers and vege­
tables? And the birch-bark “ cans” 
which Auntie sewed for the tomatoes?
So many times, as a child, I watched 
our next door neighbor, who had the 
prettiest garden of our country road, as 
he prepared the rectangular beds, care­
fully smoothed the paths between and 
straightened the wire fence around this 
big garden in front of the large farm­
house. Then his wife, who was the 
neighborhood’s garden teacher for us 
children, dug around the plants that lived 
from year to year and planted the seeds.
Thoughts of her and the other dear 
garden friends of ours make our trowel 
seem a fairy wand for disclosing happy 
secrets as we dig.
And while you wait and dream, the 
seed babies are beginning to cut up 
antics of active growing childhood and to 
need much “ tending.” They must be 
thinned and transplanted so that each 
may have room enough to grow. In 
short the garden days are upon you and 
you can be busy without limit; for more 
comes up in a garden than ever gar­
dener put in; and now the children must 
learn to know the weeds, chickweed, rag­
weed, pigweed, purslane and mostly eve­
ning catchfly, which so much resembles 
asters when seedlings, and all this more 
to be pulled up speedily and thoroughly 
and with wonderful discretion.
And while we have been busy, the 
Polyanthus, a variety of the English 
Primrose, has been busy making its 
brown and gold blossoms. The country 
people have a pretty custom of taking 
a handful of primroses when making the 
first visit to a friend in the springtime, 
to insure him a successful season in rais­
ing ducks and chickens. The yellow prim­
rose is associated with Lord Beacons- 
field, for he loved it above all others. 
At his death Queen Victoria sent a 
wreath of it; and the primrose has since 
become the emblem of the British Con­
servative Party.
The “ wee crimsoned-tipped” English 
Daisies are now full of bloom.
The Flowering Almond bush is 
crowded with little close-set blushing 
flowers, and the red, white and blue 
Columbines are appropriately in bloom 
for Memorial Day. We find pink Colum­
bines growing wild on the Arrow- 
Maker’s Cliff above Indian Cellar at 
Salmon Falls, on Saco, and on the tip- 
tilted slatey ledges above Little River, 
near the home of Grandmother Warren 
of “ Good Old Times” (in Gorham).
When we gathered the trilliums and 
the ladyslipper (orchids) in the woods 
yesterday we brought home a quantity 
of shagmum moss to put around the feet 
of our house seedlings, asters, zinnias, 
stocks, petunias, etc., when transplanted. 
Is this the “ cucumber moss” of gar­
deners who plant their seeds in it?
For the week before Memorial is the 
accepted time in Maine for setting out 
house grown seedlings as well as the 
house-plants proper; geraniums and 
their like.
With the blossoming of the pear trees 
the humming-birds have come; those 
little feathered friends that are such 
enemies of the aphids (scale-insects), 
and various tiny winged pests. They 
are happy these days in the horse- 
chestnut tree, which hums like a hive 
with its many bee and other insect 
visitors.
The tenants in the swing beneath are 
just as happy. Daffodils are a favorite 
flower. It was Mahomet who said more
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than a thousand years ago, “ He that 
hath two cakes of bread, let him sell one 
and buy Narcissus, for bread is food for 
the body but Narcissus is food for the 
soul.” The most wonderfully fragrant 
blooms I ever saw were from a clump 
which a neighbor had by mistake thrown 
with the garden waste on a rock heap 
just back of the roadside fence.
Yellow jonquils recall to me a dreary 
rainy day with nothing to enliven it 
until we saw them under the eaves by 
the doorstep of a deserted house.
I have in mind a York County farm­
house where great rounded clumps of 
purple lilacs fill the entire south side of 
the yard. More than a century has 
elapsed since they were planted. These 
magnificent specimens reach nearly to 
the ridge-pole, shaking their scented 
plumes into the second story windows.
A snowball shrub is a hapny reminder 
of childhood days, as is a hedge of pome­
granate, a delight to the senses when 
in bloom.
The yellow flowering currant is a 
pleasure to tuck away under one’s win­
dows for its faint perfume coming in at 
the open window.
Forget-me-nots, blue and pink, are 
here with Commencement days. They 
vie with wild roses in reminding one of 
Lucy Larcom, and we read again her 
“ Wild Roses of Cape Ann” which so 
exemplifies Maine coast beauty. Forget- 
me-nots still star the brook’s border in 
Bethel where she and Whittier wrote 
poetry together in the seventies.
Peonies come with the haying days of 
early July; secluded clumps of dark red, 
fragrant white and pink lustily growing 
in the hot, sunshiny days. They are 
natives of high mountainous plains in 
Mexico.
Substantial tufts of Sweet Williams; 
“ The blossoms our mother sowed in 
her pride in the days of long ago 
* * * * *
We gathered them up, the red and the 
white,
While the robins sang in the trees,
And our mother crooned our cradle song 
To the drowsy hum of the bees.
*  *  *  *  *
And is it an hour, or is it a day. or only 
a hundred years?”
Maeterlink draws attention to the 
reason why so many of us prefer old- 
fashioned flowers to the so-called “ new 
flowers,” which have sprung up in re­
cent years: “ They bring,” he says, 
“ some reflection down to us of our own 
ancestors, for we know that many of 
these flowers were favorites in the days 
of powder and brocade.”
It is Time’s silvery enchantment which 
has made old-time gardens beautiful, so 
that they have held us spellbound with 
their glamour.
In this ideal garden were Bouncing 
Bets, ragged and saucy as ever, which 
border the walks at Mt. Vernon as in 
days of yore; and Southern wood, that 
gave off its quaint scent every time one 
touched it; and that most “ remember- 
some” of all pld-fashioned flowers, the 
Spice Pink in sunny corner, for it hails 
from Mediterranean regions. Its fringed 
petals marked with maroon, as if some 
frolicsome fairy had touched them with 
her paint brush dipped in that color for 
the simple mischief of the thing.
The iris is one of the oldest of our 
garden flowers. It is the orchid of the 
north! In France, they thrive in gar­
dens and even adorn walls and thatched 
roofs, and grown by the acre give the 
arris-root of commerce. The fluffy
Fleur-de-Lis is one of our most graceful 
perennials.
The Four O’clock (Marvel of Peru) 
furnishes delight for the children, open­
ing when they come home from school.
The red wallflower; Celia Thaxter said, 
“ has the most exquisite perfume.” It 
does not blossom till the second year. 
In Europe, it is happy always on castle 
wall and rocks. Here it is most welcome 
in sheltered and warm gardens—under 
the eaves and on dry south borders.
London Pride (Saxifrage umbrosa) 
has grown in the same flower garden in 
Scarboro since the days of its early 
settlement, that at the Oliver Farm on 
which are the Shell-Heaps, kitchen 
refuse heaps of the Indians. Its old 
name was “ None-so-Pretty.”
Gillflowers, our present day fragrant 
stocks of the florist and country gar­
dens; and Heart’s Ease, Pansy and 
Ladies’ Delight, which Gerarde quaintly 
described in 1587, are among the “ plants 
for pleasure” ; as flowers were called in 
the 16th century; other plants were for 
the kitchen, garden, herb, or medicine 
division.
Bartram’s Gardens
The first botanical gardens in Ameri­
ca were those of John Bartram at 
Kingsessing, (in Chester County, Penn­
sylvania). He was the old King’s 
botanist and is known as the “ Father of 
American Botany.” He was called by 
Linnaeus “ the greatest natural botanist 
in the world.”
His love for botany was such that he 
wrote a wonderful description of a plant 
only a few minutes before his death. His 
gardens are now owned and maintained 
by the city of Philadelphia. When Wash­
ington became President this was “one 
of the few scientific foundations in the 
Republic.” Bartram collected constantly 
and Washington, in his later years, 
bought many things of him.
If it is true that blue is Nature’s most 
difficult color, those flowers must have 
appeared late in floral history.
Canterbury Bell has an old English 
sound and it is not surprising that the 
“ Canterburie Bells” were included in the 
garden of the Marson Rustique, pub­
lished by Slevens and Loebault (in 
1600).
Another variety of Campanula is the 
Creeping Bellflower, which has become 
so much at home in parts of New Eng­
land that it may be found in riotous con­
trol of railroad bankings and brooksides, 
having “ run wild” from old gardens.
The Cornflowers, (Bachelor’s Button) ; 
Verbena, Nasturtiums, Mignonette, Fox­
gloves, Phlox, Poppies, Cosmos, Petunias 
and Zinnias (grown every year for more 
than eighty years in a West Buxton 
flower garden); Portulaccas (plant sala­
manders) ; Asters (the Michaelmas 
Roses) that have captured the charrq of 
the Indian Summer; Marigolds (whose 
blossoms legend says sprang from the 
blood of the Aztecs and Montezumas 
slain by the Spanish) ; Sweet Peas, a 
favorite flower of Kate Douglas Wiggin, 
and many other annuals greet us each 
year in Maine gardens.
Sarah Orne Jewett’s Garden
Sarah Orne Jewett’s garden was 
bounded by the white paling fences of 
the early period (1849-1909) and the 
brick walk which led from the front door 
of her South Berwick home to the latched 
gate. In it grew among other favorites, 
larkspur and honeysuckle, beloved of 
humming birds and bees, “ and a little 
green spring called Ambrosia was a 
famous stray-away.” Sarah could re­
member the time when she couldn’t look 
over the heads of the Tiger Lilies, and 
when she had to stand on tiptoe to pick 
the crumpled petals of the Cinnamon 
Roses to make herself a delicious coddle 
with cinnamon and damn brown sugar.
She heard stories, too, of the great 
excitement in Portsmouth when French 
ships came in looking like gardens, for 
the Frenchmen had lettuces for salads 
and flowers growing in boxes that were 
fastened on the decks. She heard, too, 
of a short but tender friendship between 
a gallant young Frenchman, and her 
grandmother, then a young girl.
Did we get our ideas of window boxes 
from this French ship custom of the 
early 19th century?
Other Famous People’s Maine Gardens
Beautiful gardens are a-plenty in 
Maine but we fancy somehow those of 
our notabilities more, wondering if they 
do not catch the inspiration from them. 
Some of these are Margaret Deland’s, 
Booth Tarkington’s, Abbott Grove’s at 
Kennebunkport, gorgeous with the lure 
of lilies, and the charm of roses with the 
filmy lace mark of blossoming hues whose 
shade is so delightful; especially at Grey- 
wood, the Deland home, built on the river 
bank, and screened from the roadway, 
by trees and shrubbery. Here Miss 
Deland spends her time from May to 
October and here she has written some 
of her best books.
Is not gardening the unwritten side 
of poetry?
/
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Qit a Horse!
A 1905 Comedy of the Days When the 
Motor Car was Young
by Reina LeBreton
UNCLE LABAN PENCE and his crony Jerry Reynolds, accepted their arrest for speeding, and the subsequent fine, stoically and 
philosophically. Say what you 
would about it, there was a kind of 
romance and glamour about being appre­
hended by the law, for road-racing with 
one’s machine.
“But, dum it all,” Laban complained, 
“ I wish Joe Barnes had wrote into that 
summons that we was goin’ at twenty or 
mebby thirty miles an hour. Just goin’ 
at eighteen miles—Wal, it don’t seem 
like we was gettin’ our money’s worth 
according to the way they rip-snort 
along the road in these times. Why, I 
wus readin’ in that “Hossless Aige—” 
“ Why don’t you git out an’ kill some- . 
buddy—then mebby you’ll feel like you 
was gettin’ yer money’s worth,” inter­
rupted Jerry. “ You aint got no here­
after about it at home to face, neither; 
Salomy bein’ such a good feller to git 
along with, and all. But me—just think 
of what I’m in fur when Maude Reynolds 
finds out I had to squander the price of 
a new bunnit just fur the privilege o’ 
havin’ a leetle brush with you on the 
road. To say nothin’ of loosing my 
upper set, to go with it. That’s about 
twenty-five dollars more gone ter pot an’ 
it’s goin’ to take a whole lot o’ explana­
tion. Anyhow, I’m goin’ to tell her that 
it was you that set me up to it!”
“ Wal, I calculate we’ll git around 
it somehow; we most always do,” 
chuckled the harness-maker affec­
tionately. “ But losing them teeth 
—I snum, that’s too dumn bad!
Mebby some o’ them marsh- 
squatter youngones would hunt 
around an’ find ’em if you promised 
’em candy or marbles or suthin’.
You know there aint many of them 
Drummond’s Landing folks that’s 
kept awake nights by the horn o’ 
plenty tootin’ in their ears.”
“ Well, if I’de kept my mouth 
shut like I ought to and went along 
slow, they wouldn’t have got the 
chance to fly out,” grumbled the 
stable-keeper. “ This un will be an 
expensive auto trip fur me, this will.” 
Thereafter Laban and Jerry motored 
discreetly and in a chastened mood. 
And, to Laban’s astonishment, Salome 
suddenly developed a passion for motor­
ing and proved an adept at the wheel. 
“ I like the horses better,” she explained 
privately to Labe, “ but Minnie Judson 
has got her husband’s life-insurance and 
gone an’ bought herself a runabout; an’ 
the robins will be wearin’ corsets when 
I let a stuck-up thing like her get any 
luxury o’ travel over me.”
“ Luxury!” snorted Laban contemp­
tuously. “ Show me any luxury that’s 
connected with an auttermobile an’ I’ll
show you a lot funnier sights than birds 
wearin’ corsets. Horses, now—there’s 
some luxury in teamin’ around with them 
if they’re all broke in right an’ under­
stand their business. All you got to do 
is to hold onto the reins an’ enjoy the 
scenery while they do all the work. But 
a auto—you can’t so much as take yer 
eyes off the road; let alone havin’ to 
keep strainin’ yer ears to hear what new 
deviltry yer cussed engine is hatchin’ 
up. An’ then, bein’ all smothered over 
with dust an’ stunk up with gasoline. 
Luxury!”
Decidedly Laban Pence was a non­
motor-minded man. In fact, he detested 
the entire category of motordom but, like 
a sore tooth, he could not resist to nibble 
on the subject. In spite of his scoffing 
he became an avid reader of automotive 
literature, and neglected his harness- 
catalogues and turf magazines for the 
Horseless Age. Racing news held him; 
and those flyers of the speedway that 
bore proud and fascinating names so 
suggestive of power and speed—the 
Packard Gray Wolf, the Winton Bullet, 
and the Peerless Green Dragon. The 
harness-maker followed their glories and 
new records with wonder and reluctant 
admiration; and gloated secretly over 
their disasters.
Speed—and more speed. What was 
the world coming to, anyway. Horses,
Uncle Laban’s Double Cylinder Car
good horses were symbols of prosperity 
and respectability. They advertised 
proper feed and care and gave their 
owners certain standing in a community. 
You loved your horses, and they were 
fond of you; they were company, com­
panionship and good-fellowship. But an 
auto knew nothing, felt nothing and 
cared nothing. You had to work for it, 
think for it, and pay and pay and pay. 
Then oftener than not it would leave you 
speakable.
So harrowed were old Labe’s nerves 
and emotions, that he feared he would 
shatter the whole Ten Commandments, 
in time, if he kept on driving his 
machine. Even now, there was blood
on his soul and beneath his mudguard. 
He hadn’t been to blame, exactly; but 
if he had not been driving an auto it 
never would have happened. Mis­
calculated distance and velocity combined 
with the stately arrogance of widow 
Buzzell’s white Plymouth Rock rooster, 
caused the disaster.
“ I swan, biddy, it was too dum bad— 
and I feel like a dum murderer, dumd if 
I don’t,” humbly apologized Uncle Laban 
as he diplomatically concealed the corpus 
delicti beneath the tonneau seat.
^ Labe was both honest and liberal by 
taste and intention and would have paid 
generously for the untoward damage. 
But widow Buzzell was notoriously hasty 
in temperament, and capable of settling 
any argument with a broom. Thus 
Laban felt justified in favoring discre­
tion as the better part of valor. Tufts 
of tell-tale feathers tried him sorely, but 
after a futile effort to gather the scat­
tered plumage, the harrassed chauffeur 
gave it up, deciding to depart from the 
incriminating territory as hastily as 
possible.
But, as the little touring car had run 
almost twenty miles without mechan­
ical attention, it decided to impersonate 
a stationary engine for a change. Uncle 
Laban cranked and cursed, and cursed 
and cranked, but both verbal and mus­
cular efforts were in vain. Hoof-beats 
and the thud of rubber-shod wheels 
spurred his activities. Caught! 
Dr. Dunham Van Leyden, his 
spirited four-year-old firmly in 
hand, caracoled past, on two buggy 
wheels and with his snorting colt 
in the air.
“ Hey, Labe,” he hailed bitterly. 
“ Did yer kill a feather-bed or run 
over a flock of angels?”
With a determined yank he 
brought the tossing and rebellious 
steed to a halt. Laban straightened 
his aching back and mopped his 
dripping brow.
“ I guess I aint killed nobuddy, 
yit—unless I’m killing myself,” 
stated the harness-maker with 
truth, the whole truth, told with an 
accommodating twist. He collapsed to 
the running-board frankly exhausted.
“ I declare, Dun, I guess I aint so 
young as I used to be—I’m completely 
peetered out.”
The Kendalport physician eyed the 
victim coldly and without compassion.
“ I shouldn’t be a mite surprised. 
You’ll bust sunthin’ one o’ these days, 
a-winding on that blamed hand-organ. 
Why don’t you quit acting like some o’ 
them summer doodle-dashers, and go and 
buy yourself a good horse and ride 
around like a human being.”
Laban bristled instantly; he was trying 
hard to be a chauffeur, but his chestnut
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trotters were the pride of his heart. “ I i
guess I got as good team in my stable 1
as anything you got in your barn, even t
if they aint scared o’ autos, exactly. I \
can trace the pedigree o’ them colts ’way 1
back to Rysdyk’s Hambletonian, an’ you c
know it. Besides, my old Queen Bess i
was a Glenarm mare with a mark o’ two- 
fourteen, an’ I guess that’s speed enough i 
to tag around with a doctor’s go-cart!” s 
Dr. Van Leyden thawed surprisingly. i 
“ Wal, why don’t you show ’em proper i 
respect, then, instead of disgracing ’em £ 
by clattering around and stinking up the £ 
landscape with a blame road-engine. If £ 
it was anybody else besides you I’de 
swear you had butchered a hen or a cat, 3 
or sunthin’ ; but I guess your old push­
cart aint got life enough even for that.” 1 
“ Is that so!” Laban almost fell into ‘ 
•the pit, but his eye fell on the dashboard 1 
and his interest in the subject lapsed at 
once. “ Mebby—mebby she’ll go along < 
better if I remember to turn on the 1 
batteries,” he mumbled weakly, fumbling £ 
in the direction of the devil’s most sue- < 
cessful device to date for turning saints 1 
into sinners—the starting-crank. 1
“ Hold on, Labe; don’t start her up 1 
till I kind of get out o’ hearin’,” suggested 1 
the doctor, settling his fretting colt for 1 
a lengthy stay. “ I ’spose you’ll be a 1 
charter member o’ that new auto club 1 
they’re gettin’ up. Fools of feather flock ( 
together.”
Laban allowed the disparaging parody i 
to pass unheeded. !
“ Why no, Dun; I aint heard; somethin’ 1 
new, aint it? I knew they had a club < 
in Portland, but I never thought they’d 1 
try to git one ’way out here so soon.” i 
With a taut rein the doctor slapped 
the restless colt to a standstill. 1
“ They say Adna Disbrow’s goin’ to be 
the president—he owns the biggest car in 1 
Kendalport. They’ll be after you in 
no time, don’t fret. They know your kind t 
of soft and got good money to throw 1 
away.” 1
“ Wal, anyhow,” countered Laban, £
stung, “ my folks didn’t git their money 1 
with ships hauling rum and molasses fur c 
a blind, but all the time smuggling slaves 1 
out o’ Portuguese Africa the same as £ 
like you lay claim to be, I’m dumnd if £ 
yours did! And if I was a good doctor 
I’de jolt a poor sick woman out o’ bed 1 
with a ’lectric battery, same as they say £
you did to Judy Marshall; even if she 
was too lazy to git up, and you was sick 1 
o’ the case. Now, on the square, I don’t 
calculate she was bed-rid any more than j 
I be; and she’d kept Lem and Sadie 
waitin’ on her steady fur seven years. \ 
But it wasn’t professional all the same.” c 
“ Ho-ho-ho! Now where did you get 1 
that?” Dr. Van Leyden flushed but he 1
roared with laughter. “ Labe, to tell the 1
truth, an’ with the tyler outside the 1
door, if I hadn’t cured her so sudden and j
before she could help herself, I’de a’ had 1 
three patients up to Marshall’s instead o’ t 
one, by now; Lem an’ Sarah was getting 
plum run down an’ wore out. And when s 
any female sets up and demands baked £ 
beans and nickled pig’s feet fur supper, £ 
to say nothing of sleepin’ comfortable t 
afterward; she aint no invalid.” I
Laban joined the doctor’s laughter and 1 
whooped with delight. And now, having e 
indulged in their daily tiff of insult, 
argument and rebuttal the two old s 
neighbors considered the situation from 
an angle of friendly interest. t
“ Say, Dun,” suggested Labe doubt- 1 
fully. “ If you aint in too much of a t 
hurry or got anything special on your c 
mind; would you just drive up the road 1
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a piece, just so the noise won’t worry 
Rokeby and kinder wait till I find out if 
his rattletrap will reely start. If she 
won’t, then mebby you’d go round by 
Royal Bollinger’s an’ ask him to come 
out. But I aint startin’ just yet if I be 
really stranded or not.”
“ Sure, sure!” the doctor agreed 
readily. “ Now you just holt on till I 
ay git,” he informally addressed the 
prancing colt, reining him expertly down 
upon four legs. “ Let’s see—if the engine 
starts up all right, why I’ll trot along 
about my business; if it don’t, I’ll sot 
still and wait. That right?”
Labe nodded. “ I sure hate to bother 
you—”
“ Now git!” the doctor relaxed his iron 
hold and the colt plunged forward. 
“ Consarn you, I guess I can ride just as 
fast as you can go!”
With the Van Leyden colt at a discreet 
distance, Laban thrust the compression- 
release pedal into position, snapped the 
switch into activity and, at the first turn 
of the crank the motor went into action 
with the vigor of an energetic threshing- 
machine. The familiar racket assured 
the waiting doctor, and he trotted 
briskly off with a cheery wave of his 
hand. Labe climbed stiffly behind the 
wheel, wondering vaguely what made 
the physician so genial in such close 
quarters with a motor-car.
“ Mebby he’s had a tech 0’ the sun— 
t is blamed hot fur the middle o’ 
September,” Laban diagnosed the doc­
tor’s attitude. “ Or mebby he’s thinkin’ 
0’ gettin’ a new harness or a pair 0’ 
blankets. He’s a good old feller, Doc’ 
s; but dretful sot in his mind.”
Abruptly the harness-maker remem­
bered the tattered remains of the 
widow’s rooster, and remorse over­
whelmed his soul.
“ And it t’was a shame what I done to 
hat poor biddy, an’ it was mighty lucky 
fur me that Mandy Buzzell war’nt to 
home. But I’ll give her a good trade in 
sunthin’, sooner or later, and make it 
up to her; or throw in a halter or a whip 
or both. And my! how I did lie to Doctor 
Dun. It does seem as if the devil him­
self gits into you when you git around a 
auttermobile.”
Light was shed • upon the doctor’s 
friendly attitude, by Salome during 
supper.
“ My stars, Labby; have you heard the 
latest?”
Laban registered surprise and askance 
across a platter of broiled beef-steak.
“ Lee Van Leyden is up from Bowdoin 
for over Sunday, and he’s got himself 
one of those Oldsmobile runabouts—you 
know, the kind with a sleigh-dasher 
front. His grand-maw, old Square- 
rigger’s widow, gave him the money for 
his twenty-first birthday; said it was a 
judgment on old Dun for turning into 
a doctor when he ought to be followin’ 
the sea. And to cap the whole, that New 
York surgeon, Dr. Gates, that Dun sets 
such a store by, has come to pay a visit 
and brought a funny-looking auto called 
a waterless Knox. Right now there’s 
two autos planted right in the Van 
Leyden carriage-house, as pert as a bas­
ket o’ chips. I’ll bet old Doc’ will have 
a stroke.”
Laban dropped a square of beefsteak 
amid a shower of gravy.
“ Wal, I thought there was sunthin’ 
he matter with him, all at once. 
A-talkin’ to me about auto clubs an’ 
hings. Now he’ll have to git a machine 
of his own; you wait and see. He’ll 
have it whether he ever sets in it or not.
Salome
He won’t let no New Yorker git ahead 
o’ him! Not if I know him and I guess 
I do.”
But the doctor’s gossip proved authen­
tic. Early in October the Kendalport 
Auto Club was organized, making up in 
enthusiasm what it lacked in motoring 
members. For most of the associates 
were still chauffeurs of horses and 
buggies, but they all read automobile 
catalogues and magazines and could be 
depended upon to buy a machine some­
time during the next five or ten years. 
Including Uncle Laban and Jerry Rey­
nolds there were only seven members 
who actually possessed motor cars.
At the first meeting, fired by the 
example of the Glidden Tour, it was 
voted to hold a “ one hundred mile en­
durance run” to celebrate the beginning 
of the embryo auto society. Harvey 
Warland, the hardware merchant, 
possessed a logging camp in the Dead 
River locality; and the club members 
who actually had a machine at their 
disposal, decided upon Warland’s cabin 
as their destination at the end of the 
run. With a wisdom that Solomon him­
self might have envied, the ladies, even 
Salome, declined to accompany their 
men-folks on the motor pilgrimage; so 
the endurance contest was a stag affair.
At the appointed date the seven cars 
wheeled away from the Onarock House, 
amid a fanfare of cheers and honks, led 
by artistic sour notes and robust organ 
chords from Adna Disbrow’s Thomas 
Flyer that flared proudly a “ Gabriel 
horn.” Then they chugged away in the 
general direction of Northern Maine, 
Indian file, leaving Kendalport motorless 
for several days.
For a week Royal Bollinger had toiled 
upon Uncle Laban’s animated junk-pile, 
to put the erratic engine in condition 
for the run. Apparently, the little 
touring-car was on the verge of a gen­
eral collapse, and the mechanic turned 
his star boarder over to Uncle Laban 
with frank misgiving.
“ She may make it, and she may not,” 
announced the overalled deity of the 
temple of grease and gasoline, where the 
harness-maker worshipped and offered 
sacrifices. “ The coil is getting weak and 
pretty well burnt out, and I’ll order a 
new one for you right away, but it won’t 
get here soon enough to do you any good 
on this trip. Your sprocket is getting 
worn, too, but I put on a new Diamond 
roller chain and re-lined the clutch-pads, 
and filled the transmission with grease
(Continued on Page 21)
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The Port of Portland
T h e  p o r t  o f  Po r t l a n d  a u ­t h o r it y , which is the official name of the State Pier located there, was created in 1929 but the 
. wharves and equipment which 
make up this leading state terminal have 
considerable history behind them. A 
great deal of research work was under­
taken before the establishment of the 
pier in 1919. Portland was chosen for 
the location because of its deep, natural 
harbor and its railway facilities. It was 
estimated by the State Harbor Commis­
sion at that time that Portland had one 
of the best harbors in the world and 
that her wharves were closer to the open
sea than those of any other ports in 
Maine. In consideration of ocean trade, 
Portland is 32 nautical miles nearer 
Liverpool and other European countries 
than any other important sea port in 
the country. With these significant 
facts the State Commissioh felt justified 
in selecting Portland as the place for its 
State Pier.
Discussion of the practicality of pub­
licly owned port facilities as compared 
with private ownership has long been 
carried on, but the banner of victory is 
fast falling into the possession of the 
publicly owned ports. In the early his­
tory of railroads, ports were developed
by the owners of railway systems, be­
cause it was essential that they have 
shipping points for their freight. Rail­
road companies still maintain port fa­
cilities in many coast cities of the coun­
try, but these states themselves have 
found it advantageous in the promotion 
of their own industries to provide ship­
ping facilities. Thus is an outlet ob­
tained for the manufactured products 
turned out by the industrial plants of 
the state. Private interests find difficul­
ty in maintaining a port because of (1) 
The cost of construction of wharves and 
storehouses and the enormous capital 
necessary to equip the project, (2) 
the restrictive surface upon which it is 
possible to obtain returns (that is, the 
small area of the wharves), (3) the com­
petition of railroad terminals which may 
offset loss of handling freight in the 
ports by increased traffic over their 
roads. Because of these reasons the 
publicly owned port has come to be more 
common, and the Maine State Pier has 
continued under public management.
Some interesting figures have been 
assembled concerning business handled
at the Port of Portland. From a ton­
nage standpoint, the year 1928 has 
proved the largest since the organiza­
tion. of the company. It has been as­
sumed that this 1928 year saw a capac­
ity business for the facilities of the 
port. However, the 1929 cash surplus 
was greater than that of the previous 
year because of the few improvements 
made in the property and because of 
the change in types of freight. Al­
though a smaller tonnage went through 
the port in 1929, the fact that that year 
saw the handling of more compact car­
goes made the returns only slightly less 
than in 1928. 1930 brought about a
substantial increase in east bound inter­
coastal trade because of several large 
construction jobs in the state.. The car­
goes in this case were mostly of lumber. 
The increase in the intercoastal trade 
necessitated, of course, the relinquishing 
of foreign trade which had formerly 
been carried on extensively. The finan­
cial return from the foreign trade was 
greater than that which could be ob­
tained from any other source, but since 
the Port of Portland was being oper­
ated in the interests of the state, it was 
necessary to devote its facilities to the 
needs of industries within its borders. 
As a result of this seeming philanthrop­
ic move by the port, a strong West Coast 
service began to be built up and the 
loss due to the relinquishing of the for­
eign trade was made up in an increase 
in pulp trade from the West Coast.
The Port of Portland accommodates all 
three types of shinning service, namely, 
( Continued on Page 19)
Maine State Pier
Port of Portland, Maine
A Modern Ocean Terminal equipped for the 
Prompt and Efficient Handling of Water Borne 
Commerce.
A Publicly Owned Pier the Urgent Need of 
which has been strikingly demonstrated by the 
overtaxed condition of the facilities on numerous 
occasions since completion.
Information regarding available Coastwise, 
Intercoastal and Foreign Services upon applica­
tion to
The Port of Portland Authority
M AINE STATE PIER
P. O. Box 1045 Portland, Maine
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Reviews
B y John D. Fleming
White Favm: by Olive Higgins Prouty.
Houghton Mifflin Co., Boston. $2.50.
Here is a tale of modern Boston by 
the lady who wrote Stella Dallas. It 
is not a remarkable novel; it is not 
even a very original one; but it is one 
which should furnish interest and com­
mand the attention of all readers who 
know the Boston of today. The dome 
of the State House, the gilded lode­
star of Massachusetts conservatism and 
respectability, flickers .through the pages 
of White Fawn and shudders in sym­
pathy with the Vale family when the 
beautiful young debutante daughter, 
Fabia, falls in love with Dan Began, a 
poor but honest, brilliantly but socially 
ineligible, capable but unpolished son 
of the Boston Irish. It just isn’t done— 
at least nowhere except in novels about 
Boston.
Of course, they marry in the end, or 
are about to, but it is touch and go for 
a while. Dan is a doctor with a future 
and Fabia is a debutante with a family. 
Neither wants to sacrifice anything, so 
that both wind up by sacrificing all to 
go to Seattle to live an unmolested, and 
presumably happy, married life.
White Fawn is a good light novel. It 
is excellent in the characterizations; but 
it will never startle the literary world 
with its ideas—or its story.
North Haven and Other Verse: by Henry 
Felton Huse. Courier-Gazette Press, 
Rockland, Maine. 55 pp.
Reviewed by Ernest Webster Robinson.
This little volume, published by the 
author and limited to a three hundred 
copy edition, breathes the very spirit of 
New England and especially Maine. 
Mr. Huse is the pastor of the North 
Haven Baptist Church. He was born at 
Jamaica Plain, Boston, and is a gradu­
ate of Newton Theological Institution, 
was ordained at Skowhegan in 1899, and 
has spent thirty years of ministry within 
this state. He has contributed verse to 
many religious journals and newspapers. 
This little volume is largely a collection 
of verse previously published in various 
periodicals. Lovers of Maine and the 
sea will rejoice in it.
American Earth: by Erskine Caldwell.
Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York.
$2.50.
Reviewed by Robert J. Starke.
“ American Earth” is a group of short 
stories pertaining to the South and the 
State of Maine The stories are pure 
realism and in some case, ghastly 
realism. We feel that the title is some­
what misleading, or at least hope that 
America is not entirely pictured by the 
author.
The stories of the South which form 
the first section of the book, present that 
part of the country in an extremely 
realistic manner. A few of them we 
found trivial and others vulgar. The 
second part of the book, devoted to a 
New England background, were more 
wholesome and enjoyable.
The author has lived in both sections 
of the country which he treats and dis­
plays a keen knowledge of its peoples. 
His handling of the stories of Maine is 
admirable, and the tales are told in a 
manner which holds the attention.
The third and last section of the book 
called “ In the Native Land,” describes 
the experiences of a wanderer from boy­
hood to manhood in short chapters a 
paragraph or two in length. This
method of story telling is unusual and 
its pithy phrases are amazingly descrip­
tive. The last two sections of the book 
offset in a commendable manner the 
opening chapters.
Theatre Street: by Tamara Karsavina.
E. P. Dutton and Company, Inc.,
New York. $3.75.
Reviewed by Robert J. Starke.
The life story of a beautiful and 
accomplished ballet dancer told in a 
charming style by the young lady her­
self, makes “ Theatre Street” an unusual 
book. The acquaintance which the reader 
makes with famous members of the 
theatre and the description of so many 
delightful performances woven through 
the happy and tragic moments of the in­
timate life of Madame Karsavina, com­
bine to form many increasingly interest­
ing chapters. We see through the eyes 
of a member of the profession such fig­
ures as Anna Pavlova and Chaliapine 
whose names have become great 
throughout the world as well as in their 
native Russia.
The style of the author is unusually 
crisp and refreshing and the reader is 
immediately won over by the person­
ality which inhabits every sentence.
Although the book is entirely devoted 
to the theatre and its members, the 
story of Russia and its internal and ex­
ternal strife follows along through each 
chapter and at the conclusion of the 
autobiography we find that we have also 
been permitted a most interesting glance 
into the history of that nation.
The book contains a great number of 
illustrations depicting Madame Kar­
savina and her associates in many of 
their famous roles. To Americans the 
volume has given a new interest in the 
Russian theatre as well as a marvelous 
story.
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With Arnold in Maine
by Frederic L . Campbell
TO MANY, the name of Benedict Arnold has been an anathema, something that must not be men­tioned in conjunction with any es­
capade in American history. This 
unfortunate state of affairs continued 
from the time of the betrayal of his 
trust up to a few years ago. Perhaps 
the glamour that surrounded the man 
had something to do with the revived 
interest, but it seems more probable 
that the passing of time and a renewed 
insight into historical subjects has 
caused the exploits of this general to be 
more faithfully recorded. Historians 
have been perhaps, prone to neglect this 
brilliant officer, no doubt on account of 
the great tragedy that marked his 
downfall and branded him forever as a 
traitor to his country in her time of 
need.
There are, however, a great many stir­
ring and important episodes in his ca­
reer, which transpired in the State of 
Maine and as such are of prime inter­
est to those who make their home with­
in its confines. Leaving aside all that 
went before and after his remarkable 
visit to this state, we have before us a 
record of military genius, that should 
without doubt be ranked as “ the most 
t brilliant military exploit of the war.” 
As a leader of men Arnold had no equal, 
his courage was such that his mere 
nresence seemed to inspire those under 
his command to do almost the impossible.
Benedict Arnold was born in Norwich, 
Connecticut, January 14, 1741. His fa- 
' ther came from Newport, Rhode Island, 
and had married a young widow who 
was the wife of the Captain of the ves­
sel upon which he had been employed as 
seaman. Captain Arnold, as he was 
called, enjoyed a lucrative trade with 
/ the West Indies and on more than one 
occasion young Benedict made several 
voyages both to these islands and to 
Canada.
Very little seems to be available as 
to his character during boyhood, but 
from a letter written to one Jared 
Sparks in 1834 he is referred to in places 
as “ uncommonly active, prompt, saucv, 
roguish, and impetuous . . . rash, head- 
/ strong and regardless alike of friends 
and foes.”  How strange that this let­
ter, which was written about the youn" 
lad Benedict should prove such an ac­
curate description of the man.
About the year 1768. Arnold was to 
be found in business in New Haven both 
as a druggist and a bookseller. After 
some years of financial stress he seems 
to have established a thriving trade, 
owning his own ships, in which he fre­
quently sailed as master. These voy­
ages, at times, took him to Canada where 
he had agents, both in Quebec and Mon­
treal. This fact it is well to note, for it 
afterwards proved of great, assistance, 
enabling him to keep in close contact 
with the movements of the British 
troons when he made the final assault 
on Quebec.
Having military ambitions, Arnold be­
came a captain in the “ Governor’s
Guards” in 1775 which was recognized at 
that time as “a crack Connecticut regi­
ment.” By this time he had grown to 
be a very popular young man and es­
pecially so with the fair sex. He was 
short and thick set, with dark hair and 
light eyes and a complexion that might 
be called “ rosy.” He was considered an 
excellent shot with the pistol which af­
terwards was proved on the field of 
| honor, when he quickly dispatched an 
I adversary who had insulted him.
The news of the battle of Lexington 
reached New Haven on April 20 and 
without further thought Arnold as­
sembled his company and forcing the 
selectmen to give him arms and ammu­
nition, set out at the head of his men 
for Cambridge.
The siege of Boston was not one that 
would appeal to a person of Arnold’s 
temperament. He disliked the inactivity 
and the squalid conditions of the camp 
and it was not long after his arrival 
before he was commissioned a Colonel 
by the Massachusetts Committee of Safe­
ty, with orders to recruit men and pro­
ceed against Crown Point and Fort Ti- 
conderoga. Of his exploits in this sector 
we will pass over and once more we find 
Colonel Arnold returned to Cambridge.
It is not known who suggested the 
nlan of attack on Canada by way of the 
Kennebec, but we find Arnold giving it 
his hearty support. General Washing­
ton, who had arrived to take over the 
command, immediately recognized the 
ability of the young officer and when 
this plan of attack had been submitted 
to him, after due deliberation, he gave 
his approval for the move. That this 
route was known, there can be no doubt 
as there are records to show that in 
1759 General Lord Amherst sent a mes­
sage to General Wolfe at Quebec by this 
trail. Furthermore it is known that as 
soon as the conquest of Canada became 
secure, General Murray, the commander, 
sent John Montresor to survey this par­
ticular region. Certain authorities are 
of the opinion that a cony of Montresor’ s 
iournal and maps fell into the hands of 
Benedict Arnold and the fact that these 
maps were crude and most inexact will 
later be shown but they were the best 
that were available at that time, 
r The plan of the attack is as follows, 
according to General Washington’s re­
port to Congress. “ From the mouth of 
the Kennebec to Quebec on a straight 
line is two hundred and ten miles. The 
river is navigable for sloons about thirty- 
eight miles, and for flat bottomed boats 
about twenty-two miles more; then you 
meet Ticonic Falls and from Ticonic Falls 
to Norridgewock, as the first river runs 
is thirty-one miles, from thence to the 
first carrying place about thirty miles: 
carrying place about four miles, and 
then a pond to cross and another carry­
ing place about two miles to another 
pond; then a carrying place about three 
or four miles to another pond, then a 
carrying place to the western branch of 
the Kennebec River called the Dead 
River, then up that river as it runs
thirty miles, some small falls and short 
carrying places intervening; then you 
come to the height of land and about 
six miles carrying places, into a branch 
which leads into Ammeguntick pond, 
the head of the Chaudiere River, which 
falls into the St. Lawrence about four 
miles above Quebec.”
Comparing this statement with a mod­
ern map it is not at all surprising to 
note its many inaccuracies that led to [ 
untold suffering and loss of life. )
One great disadvantage that lay be­
fore the expedition was the inadequate 
position for a base of supplies. The 
country around Fort Western, Gardiners- 
town and Pownelborough was fairly well 
settled in point of numbers, according 
to settlement at that time, but beyond 
Norridgewock there were few if any 
white people and even with the light 
mobile force Arnold proposed to take 
with him this was a serious factor. Other 
elements entered into the case that 
seemed to over-ride this question. The 
country was rough, thus the chances were 
that the expedition’s movements would 
not be reported by spies from the British / 
lines, until the surprise effect had de- 
moralized the garrison. The Indians 
were said to be friendly, esnecially the • 
Norridgewock tribe whose white chief , 
Paul Higgins, had journeyed to Cam- ' 
bridge and offered his braves in defense 
of the cause. There seems to be some con­
troversy about the reception that this 
chief received from both Washington and 
Arnold, neither of whom, it would 
appear, had much respect for the red 
men and it afterwards developed that 
little or no help was acquired from these 
would be allies. Finally it was learned 
through spies that Governor Carlton 
could only rely on about one hundred 
loyal citizens in the city of Quebec and 
that most of the garrison had been with­
drawn.
These arguments so strongly appealed 
to both Washington and Arnold that 
orders were given on September 6, 1775, 
to begin drafting men. At the same 
time a company of carpenters was dis­
patched to Colburn’s shipyard at Agrys 
Point about two miles below the pres­
ent town of Gardner, there to commence 
the building of two hundred bateaux for 
the conveyance of the expedition.
On September 8, the men mobolized 
at Cambridge where they proceeded to
(Continued on Page 20)
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Edited by Ernest W . Robinson
Note: This poetry section is primarily designed 
to encourage Maine poets. Contributions are 
welcome. Poets living outside the state must sub­
mit manuscripts having Maine subject matter in 
order to have them considered for publication. 
Maine poets may write on any subject. Our rates 
are small but personal attention is given each 
poem and payment is made soon after publica­
tion. Address all manuscripts to Ernest Webster 
Robinson, Poetry Editor of Sun-Up, 22 Monument 
Square, Portland, Maine.
Mother’s Day comes in May. Here’s 
a poem that will help us get into the 
spirit of the memorial.
LEST YOU REGRET
Meta Harrington 
(Bath)
Suffices one day’s public dedication 
For the expression of your filial love?
A costly gift—a single bright carna­
tion—
Its tenderness to prove?
Rather empty hands, with loving 
greeting,
Bringing warmth to understanding eyes; 
Give yourself, ere time’s relentless 
fleeting
The privilege denies.
Unstintingly of your affection give;
Be generous with smiles and praise,
Lest the opportunity’s rejection 
Embitter future days.
Would you thoughtlessly delay the telling 
Of your love until those hours,
When you can but give, with heart­
strings knelling,
A sheaf of silent flowers?
* * * * , *
It’s nice to live in a college town but— 
LOST YOUTH 
Ruth Curtis Douglas 
(Brunswick)
They troop along the wide-elm-shaded 
street,
And oft, the whole town echoes with their 
noise;
And we staid folk, whose youth is far 
behind,
Impatient say, “ Plague take those silly 
boys!”
Yet, it was such a little while ago 
That boys like these put books and sports 
aside,
And answering bravely to their country’s 
call,
On blood-soaked fields of France, 
fought, bled, and died.
We’re glad for every bit of joy they had 
Before they went that long and lonely 
way;
And going, earned a lasting tolerance 
For boisterous youth who walk our 
streets today.
Try as one may, one slips uncon­
sciously into self-pity at times. But 
sometimes there is a bit of elusive 
beauty in it.* * * * *
FUTILITY
Marguerite MacAlman 
(Rockland)
Ah you—who stand behind your blinds 
and stare;
As sometimes happens when I pass your 
door—
How strange you should not see that 
Life is there
Within your open hand! What would 
you more?
You stand and stare! And envy me my 
fame,
My empty house, and all the empty 
years . . .
You’ve known the ecstacy of love; the 
flame
Of giving birth. You’ve shed the bitter 
tears
That I would shed. Ah yes! and offered 
peace
To contrite head upon your woman’s 
breast.
And yet—you find a certain sweet release 
From tediousness; from care, a fleeting 
rest,
By twisting dreams about me . . .
even so . . .
Your life holds more than mine shall 
ever know!
* * * * *
How pleasant and how divinely fair— 
to dream!
MY HOUSE
Evelyn Belle Whitmore 
(Hampden Highlands)
The little house I built of dreams,
No eyes but mine can see;
A charming house of imagery,
(It seems so real to me!)
Here, love shall dwell for evermore, 
And friends may bide-a-wee.
My dream-home has a moss-grown roof, 
O’er arched by whispering trees;
And casements wide through which may 
roam
Each strolling, scented breeze;
While in and out the open doors 
Pass questing bumble-bees.
About the slender, swinging gate, 
Twine ramblers, pink and sweet,
Their petals dropping everywhere 
(Soft mat for tired feet.)
And nodding blue-bells fringe the path, 
The wayfarer to greet.
It’s such a chummy little house,
(How close the green, leaves grow!)
It gossips with the babbling brook,
And chats with birds, I know;
And always smiles a welcome smile, 
(Ah me, I love it so!)
This poem awakens memories of 
hushes before storms; of silences preg­
nant with unborn thoughts.
♦  sje s|e $  jjc
NOCTURNE
Kathryn Pooler 
(South Portland)
Tones,
Silvered with yearning,
Shatter the silence
Into fragile flakes of melody.
From distant gardens
The soft fragrance of musk-rose
Seeps into consciousness,
To rouse us
To the muffled sounds of night;
Swift pattering of leaves that 
Quiver in kaleidoscope of shadows; 
The hiss of boughs that 
Shiver in sm unfelt wind;
Caresses of a wave 
Embracing yielding sands;
All these
Merge with the slow 
Uncadenced chiming of the bells 
In far-off towers.
* * * * *
There’s the whistle of the wind in the 
lines below; and a challenging whistle 
too!
THE VOICE OF THE WIND
Lee M. Kennedy 
(Portland)
It comes through the night with a rush 
and a roar—
The call of the wind, riding high;
It drifts like a" sigh through the quiver­
ing trees;
It sounds like a trumpet out over the 
seas;
While down in the valley, it croons in a 
breeze
To the river-god, whirling by.
The shadows are dancing like ghosts, on 
the rocks,
Where thunder of breakers has ceased; 
The wind chants a requiem, solemn and 
deep,
As out in the moonlight the crested 
waves leap.
And little wild flowers are nodding in 
sleep
While Diana keeps watch in the East. * * * * *
Old days seem quaint days but they 
were delightful days.
* * * * *
HOW THE “VARMINT” FELL
Albert R. Day 
(Saco)
“ Boys,” said Grandpa—’Twas years ago, 
when your Grandma and I bought this 
land
And builded a tiny log cabin, right here 
where this house now stands;
(Continued on Page 29)
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1930 Chief of Police
ONLY two years ago a few busi­ness men of Lewiston and Auburn decided to observe Boys’ Week. Today their tentative 
plans include not only a week 
full of every type of boys’ work and in­
terest for Lewiston-Auburn boys, but 
also a state-wide track meet in which 
boys of grammar school age from all 
over Maine are invited to compete in 
five events.
The Central Maine Power company 
has donated a large cup for the town 
having the most points in this meet.
The program for the week opens Sat­
urday morning, April 25, with the in­
auguration of boy city officials in both 
cities. This feature has proved ex­
tremely popular with boys in the past. A 
boy mayor will be sworn in for both 
cities, as well as boy aldermen in Lewis­
ton, a boy manager and boy councilmen 
in Auburn, boy fire chiefs, boy police 
chiefs and other officers.
On the same day, there will be bicycle 
races at the Auburn athletic park and a 
marble tournament will open at the 
Webster grammar school grounds in 
Auburn.
Even the churches will do their part 
when Boys’ Day will be observed in the 
local churches on Sunday, April 26.
The semi-finals in the marble tourna­
ment will be held on the next day, along 
with swimming races at the Auburn 
Y. M. C. A. pool.
On Tuesday, the finals of the marble 
tournament will be played, the winner 
of which will get a cup donated by R. 
Hamel, Jewelers, of Lewiston.
Wednesday, April 29, there will be a 
model airplane and glider contest at the 
Lewiston athletic field. Wednesday 
evening, the finals in the swimming meet 
will be held at the “ Y” pool.
The city-wide track meet will start at 
the Lewiston athletic field on Thursday, 
continuing through the next day, with 
the winners competing with boys from 
all over the state in the state-wide meet 
on Saturday morning.
Saturday, May 2nd, will be a gala day 
for the boys. Besides the track meet in 
the morning, there will be a grand 
parade starting from the Lewiston city 
park in the afternoon, leading through 
the streets of Lewiston and Auburn and
The Marble Tournament
Third Annual Boys9 
Week in Lewiston
"by Vincent Belleau
back to the Lewiston armory where a 
huge manual arts exhibit will be com­
bined with a Boy Scout jamboree. To 
complete the day, there will be a big 
stage program in the evening, when 
prizes will be awarded for the week’s 
activities.
Governor Gardiner has donated a cup 
for the best hobby and manual arts ex­
hibit.
Boy President of Rotary and 
Earl Chesley
The Service clubs of Lewiston-Auburn 
are taking up the Boys’ Week movement 
in a manner which may well be com­
pared with the backing the Boy Scout 
movement has always received since its 
beginning. In the words of the Na­
tional Boys’ Week committee, Boys’ 
Week found its genesis in the desire of 
men who were imbued with the spirit of 
service and, who for years, were looking 
about for some medium through which 
they could bring the boy and his prob­
lem to the attention of mankind.
Thus a happy combination of the 
idealism of boys’ workers and the ad­
vertising acumen of leaders in the busi­
ness world brought about the first Boys’ 
Week.
The object of Boys’ Week, the na­
tional committee says, is first to focus 
public attention upon the boy as one of 
the world’s greatest assets by making 
the nation think in the terms of boy­
hood.
Besides, it is to interest everyone in 
boys, to interest boys in themselves, and 
to emphasize fundamentals in character 
building for citizenship.
The third aim of those who sponsor 
Boys’ Week is to develop a community
esprit de corps in the home, school, 
church, and spare-time organizations 
which deal with boys, and fourth aim, to 
advocate for every boy an equal chance 
to work out his destiny without the 
handicap of underprivilege or overprivi­
lege.
Mr. Shulman, one of the members of 
the committee in charge of activities in 
Lewiston-Auburn, says that it is a week 
in which the boys should be given a gocd 
time, and showed that they are appreci­
ated, instead Of being told merely that 
boys should be seen, and not heard.
The entire program in Lewiston- 
Auburn is under the supervision of Tom 
Barry, manager of the Lewiston office 
of Western Union Telegraph company. 
Mr. Barry, who is a Rotarian, has been 
the instigator of the movement from its 
very beginning in this state.
Assisting Mr. Barry are the following 
men, all members of the Lewiston- 
Auburn Service Clubs: Vice Chairman, 
James Carroll, Kiwanis; Secretary, S. A. 
Calahan, Rotary; Chairman Finance 
Committee, John Slocum, Lions’ ; Chair­
man Track Committee, Doc. Moulton, 
Lions’ ; Chairman Marble Committee, 
Cal. Calahan, Rotary; Chairman Civic 
Committee, Lewiston, James H. Carroll, 
Kiwanis; Chairman Civic Committee, 
Auburn, John L. Hooper, Kiwanis; 
Chairman Jamboree Committee, Elmer 
Nickerson, Rotary; Chairman Publicity 
Committee, Al. Norton, Rotary; Chair­
man Bicycle Race Committee, Cal. Cala­
han, Rotary; Chairman Manual Arts 
Committee, Lewiston, Cal. Calahan, Ro­
tary; Chairman Manual Arts Committee, 
Auburn, John Hooper, Kiwanis; Chair­
man Program in Churches, H. J. Cooke.
General Chairman Barry says among 
the members of committees who are 
working hard to make the week a suc­
cess, are Harry Shulman, former news­
paperman; Vincent Belleau, Bates col­
lege student; Louis Masciadri, Lewiston 
schools physical instructor; Archer Jor-
(Continued on Page 26)
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A Tory Desk
by Frederic St. John
TO SOME, “ the thrill of a discovery is almost as great as the pos­session.” However, this axiom may not hold true when an original 
masterpiece becomes involved. 
Even the most ardent and painstaking 
collector of antiques does not often dis­
cover a Tory desk and when one is lo­
cated that has a complete history to 
identify it, this revelation may perhaps 
have some significance in the world of 
the “ old and beautiful.”
There can be no doubt as to the valid­
ity of this particular desk as the history 
of the original owner is well known in 
the annals of the community in which 
he lived. To substantiate these claims 
the present custodian, who is a direct 
descendant, is able to furnish many in­
teresting details regarding the family 
and its varying fortunes.
Shortly after the outbreak of the Rev­
olutionary War, there came to the re­
cently formed settlement of New Bos­
ton,, now known as Gray, on the Port­
land - Lewiston road, a certain Major 
Henry Cummings. This man acquired 
a tract of land from the proprietors of 
the town and built himself a home which 
he furnished in a most substantial man­
ner.
For some time prior to the Revolution, 
Major Cummings had been a customs of­
ficer at one of the sea coast towns out­
side of Boston. Having strong anti­
revolutionary ideas, which he vigorously 
expressed, he was dubbed a royalist and 
was requested to resign his post and re­
move himself, family and household ef­
fects from the immediate vicinity.
Reaching the decision that New Bos­
ton was sufficiently remote from his an­
tagonists, he settled there and estab­
lished a lineage which to this day is 
perpetuated by numerous branches of the 
founder’s kin. One of these is repre­
sented by Mr. George Doughty who is 
the present owner of the desk. This 
heirloom, which is kept in the Doughty 
homestead, is in perfect condition and a 
wonderful state of preservation. Nu­
merous old documents still adorn the 
pigeon holes and make most interesting 
reading.
The dwelling is more than a hundred 
and fifty years old. This was the first 
frame house to be constructed in the 
settlement and seems to be a fitting 
abode for the desk. Yet, placed in a 
more suitable environment than the pres­
ent location, it would show a marked 
difference in its latent characteristics, 
and enhance that deep solid richness 
which is so in keeping with the particu­
lar period which it represents.
The Port o f Portland
(Continued from Page H )
coast wise, intercoastal and foreign, and 
thus provides to manufacturers in the 
state the possibility of world wide mar­
kets. There is no question but that the 
opening of the port gave to manufactur­
ing interests throughout the statej| new 
impetus by offering the opportunity ’for 
cheaper transportation of their products. 
The intercoastal trade between the At­
lantic and Pacific borders of the country 
has provided an exchange of products 
resulting in mutual benefits to both sec­
tions. The coast wise service connects 
Portland through New York with all the 
ports along the Atlantic Coast and the 
Gulf of Mexico. The facilities of Port­
land harbor are excellent for the han­
dling of all types of shipping from local 
to foreign.
The importance of the Port of Port­
land to the state is brought out strong­
ly in the recent survey of the state 
government made by Governor Gardi­
ner, in which the present position of the 
port is discussed at length. The survey 
quotes from the report of the state har­
bor commission of 1918 which was made 
prior to the installation of the Port at 
Portland and which reads as follows, 
“ The immediate direct return from such 
a pier would probably not warrant its 
construction by private interests, biut 
we are convinced that the indirect re­
turn to the state in this improvement 
by transportation facilities would be so 
great as to -make its construction im­
mediately profitable. . . . The port is 
the servant of the interior. . . It will 
develop into life new water lines and 
better the service of old lines. Mer­
chants will find new markets for inland 
products. . . In our judgment the prob­
lem of port development may be com­
pared to a considerable extent, to that 
of a city or state supplying itself with 
highways which certainly bring no di­
rect return.”
The wisdom of building and equipping 
such a port was seen by the members 
of the Commission when this report was 
made in 1918. It has since proved their 
judgment to he extremely wise. Aside 
from the benefits derived from having a 
modernly equipped shipping point for 
manufacturers in the state to gain ac­
cess to outside markets, a new angle 
on the possibilities for the Port of Port­
land was seen recently in the interven­
tion of its authority in the rate war 
which took place between the Maine Cen­
tral and the Grand Trunk Railways. The 
arbitration brought about by the board 
through its president, Henry Merrill, 
made possible the adjustment of the dif­
ficulties and returned to Portland a con­
siderable amount of trade which had 
been deferred to other Atlantic ports 
at the commencement of the strife. The 
Port of Portland authorities were able 
to intervene from the standpoint of a 
public organization and yet had first 
hand knowledge of the situation because 
the point'under discussion was one with 
which they were absolutely familiar. 
This is an instance where moderators 
needed to waste no time to familiarize 
themselves with the situation.
The Port of Portland has been of an 
increasing benefit to the state as a whole 
and to the individual industries within 
the state. It has been maintained for 
the most part without any financial re­
turn to the government, but its indirect 
return has been great enough to war­
rant justification of its establishment.
Page Nineteen
Page T w enty Sun-Up, Maine's Own Magazine
Concerning the
Maine Colleges
by Robert J. Starke
O F vital interest to the student summer vacationist of all col­leges is the proposed J. S. C. A. Students’ Tour to the Orient. 
This trip to the east is hoped 
to promote better understanding be­
tween the Americans and Japanese 
through the students of higher insti­
tutions, to give American students ac­
curate knowledge of the people of 
Japan—aims, ideals, arts, sciences, in­
dustries, and economic conditions, and 
to promote friendship between Ameri­
can students and students and leaders 
of various fields of Japan.
Leaving San Francisco on July 11 the 
group will visit Yokohama, Tokyo, Nik- 
ko, Kamakura, Hakone, Kyoto, Osaka, 
Nara, Migajima, Fusan, Keijo, Mukden, 
Peiping, Shanghai, etc.
The tour will be of a distinctive high 
class nature and offers a rare opportu­
nity for students to view the Pacific 
and the eastern countries.
At the ninth Annual Journalistic Con­
ference conducted at Maine recently the 
Nautilus, published by the students of 
Waterville High, won first place in the 
literary magazine competition. The 
Coniad, published by the students of 
Cony High in Augusta, won the prize 
in the competition for year-books, and 
the Echo, published by the students of 
South Portland High, won the prize in 
the newspaper division of the contest.
Forty-one delegates registered for the 
conference. Dean Stevens welcomed the 
delegates and spoke on 7 points to be 
deemed important in the conduct of a 
newspaper.
N. A. Porter, editor of the Maine 
Campus, gave a short talk on the make­
up and policy of the paper. A discus­
sion of the editing of year-books and 
literary magazines followed.
Dean Shailer Mathews of the Uni­
versity of Chicago Divinity School 
will deliver the address at the gradu­
ating exercises in connection with the 
110th Commencement of Colby College 
on June 15.
Dean Mathews is one of the outstand­
ing men in the field of religion today. 
He has written more than twenty books 
and numerous magazine articles, the la­
test thing being “ Religion in the New 
Age” which appeared in the February 
number of the Forum. His article on 
“ Putting Religion to the Test,” which 
was published in the American Maga­
zine last June, attracted wide attention 
and was reprinted in part in the Lit­
erary Digest.
Dean Mathews was born in Portland 
and was graduated from Colby College 
in 1884, later studying at the Newton 
Theological Institution and in Berlin, 
Germany. He was on the Colby faculty 
until 1894 when he was called to the 
University of Chicago. He has received 
honorary degrees from Colby, Oberlin, 
Brown, Miami, Rochester and Pennsyl­
vania. He is a member of the Delta 
Kappa Epsilon fraternity.
Plans for handling the New England 
Track and Field Meet at Bates are al­
ready nearly arranged and provisions are 
being made to take care of, in addition 
to a large crowd, about 300 athletes 
from various colleges. The days of the 
meet are to be May 22 and 23, and be­
fore that time Coach Ray Thompson 
plans to direct some repair work de­
signed to put Garcelon Field in A1 
shape.
Professor Gould will handle the tick­
ets, as he did during the recent basket­
ball tournament, Professor Pomeroy will 
have charge of the policing, and Nor­
man Ross has consented to arrange for 
the housing of the contestants.
Professor Gould, who was the Bates 
delegate to the meeting in which the 
N. E. A. A. voted to send the meet to 
Lewiston, states that the efforts of 
Bowdoin, and Colby College aided him 
materially in landing the games. Some 
of the colleges, including Brown, Conn. 
State, R. I. State, Amherst, Wesleyan, 
and Williams felt that Maine would be 
too far away for them. Their objec­
tions were over-ruled when it was 
brought out that the Pine Tree State 
deserved consideration because of the 
showing of its athletes in past years. 
Maine University has won the New 
Englands four years in a row, Bates 
usually finishes among the first four, and 
Bowdoin is always represented by some 
stellar performers.
On March 2, Donald F. Snow, a Bow­
doin Alumnus and at present one of 
the Representatives of the State of 
Maine in the seventy-first Congress, 
presented to the House another Bow­
doin man, Phillips H. Lord, more widely 
known as Seth Parker. We quote here 
Mr. Snow’s address of presentation, as 
it appears in the Congressional Record:
“ Mr. Speaker, Bowdoin College is a 
typical small New England college, lo­
cated in the beautiful village of Bruns­
wick, Me.
In its early days it graduated Long­
fellow and Hawthorne, and a little later 
a President of the United States, Frank­
lin Pierce.
In 1896 three graduates of this little 
institution were occupying, respectively, 
the offices of Speaker of this House, 
President of the Senate, and Chief Jus­
tice of the United States—Thomas B. 
Reed, William P. Frye, and Melville W. 
Fuller.
It is my privilege to introduce to you 
this afternoon another Bowdoin gradu­
ate. He is not, however, a poet, a nove­
list, a statesman, or a jurist. He is, in 
fact, a mere boy, but is known from one 
end of this country to the other. His 
voice is familiar to 90 per cent of the 
membership of the House, but not 1 per 
cent of you have ever seen him.
He is in Washington at this time for 
the purpose of appearing tonight at Con­
stitution Hall in a benefit performance 
for a very worthy Washington charitable 
organization. His services are donated 
and such is his drawing power that all 
tickets were completely sold out over 
two weeks ago.
In my opinion this young boy is the 
source of more joy and cheer, and con­
tentment, and wholesome enjoyment 
than any person living in. the United 
States today.
Mr. Speaker, it is with a peculiar de­
gree of pride that I now present to the 
House—in private life, Phillips H. Lord, 
of New York, but on each Sunday eve­
ning lovably known in radio as Seth 
Parker, of Jonesport, Me.”
Despite the loss of several sure point- 
winners through ineligibility and illness, 
the Maine trackmen emerged victorious 
from the annual dual meet with Bates, 
held in the Memorial Gym recently, by 
the close margin of three points, 60-57.
Three records were smashed during 
the evening, and the meet provided a 
thrill, when at the time the last sched­
uled event, the pole-vault, was to take 
place, the meet was a toss-up, with the 
count 54-54. Hill, of Bates, holder of 
the state title for two successive years, 
was eliminated early in the competition, 
and Meagher, a freshman, was unable to 
duplicate the feat of Webb, the Maine 
man, who pulled himself over with the 
bar at 12 feet 2 inches.
Mr. J. Fred Larson, one of the out­
standing authorities of the country on 
college buildings, spoke in men’s as­
sembly last Wednesday on plans for 
the new Colby College. Mr. Larson was 
the designer of the new development at 
Dartmouth and is to be the official archi­
tect for the new Colby College.
(Continued on Page 29)
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Outdoors in Maine
by Henry Milliken
Trout and Fishing Waters
EVERY fisherman welcomes the day when his favorite stream or lake will be free of ice, and shortly afterwards we find him with rod 
and reel in quest of a trout. What 
a motley crowd one will find on any fair­
sized stream during the spring fishing 
season! There will be boys with an outfit 
which costs not more than twenty-five 
cents, and there will be sportsmen 
equipped with the latest fishing togs and 
carrying a rod that weighs only four 
ounces and priced at fifty dollars or more. 
But we find that the attractions of 
Maine’s many fine fishing streams are 
what really interests the fisherman, 
whether he is 
rich or poor, 
short or fat, 
or tall and 
thin.
Without a 
doubt there 
a re  m o r e  
thrills catch­
ing one trout 
early in the 
season than a 
c r e e l  f u l l  
later on. Con­
necting with 
a lusty fon- 
tinalis after 
months of in­
activity is a 
s e n s a t i o n  
which is cer­
tainly pleas­
urable.
The best time to catch trout is just 
after a heavy shower before the stream 
has become discolored too much. For 
attractions there are wet flies, nature 
lures, or worms. At this time of the 
year I prefer garden worms, but usually 
try a few flies each day for experimental 
purposes. Walking on the banks of 
small streams and making numerous 
casts seems to be the favorite method of 
filling the old creel. Trout seem to lie 
with their head upstream, the largest 
first in line, all waiting for natural food 
to float downstream to them. It is well 
to remember that you should fish near 
the bottom of the stream, not on the sur­
face, as trout do not take surface baits 
at this time of the year.
It is well at this time to mention a few 
fishing waters, and in writing of them I 
do not want the reader to think that these 
are the very best places for spring 
fishing, but are just some of the places 
where I have fished with good results, 
and are perhaps not well known to the 
majority of the angling fraternity. 
Everyone has his favorite fishing stream 
or lake, but sometimes desires a change 
and likes to know a few facts regarding 
places of interest, and fish.
Tunk Lake
The Tunk Lake section is in the 
eastern part of Hancock County, and the 
main body of water is the lake itself, this 
being seven miles long, three miles wide, 
and containing three small islands. 
Other lakes and streams in the vicinity 
give the sportsmen ample chances to 
make good catches. Especially good
trout and salmon fishing in the winter, 
spring and fall seasons. I like the lake 
because several thousand two-year old 
fish are “planted” there each season, and 
furthermore because it is deep, there 
being from 60 to 150 feet of water for 
the finny tribes to exercise in.
Graham Lake
This lake is also in Hancock County, 
easily reached by auto from Ellsworth. 
Hundreds of acres of overflowed timber- 
land makes this ideal for pickerel. 
Probably the best known pickerel fishing 
grounds in Maine. Visited by hundreds 
of people, especially during the winter 
and early spring.
Jo Mary 
Lakes
To the ma­
jority of the 
anglers, this 
section is out 
of the way 
and not easy 
to  r e a c h .  
However, as 
I stayed a 
year a m i d  
the pines and 
spruces of 
that section, 
I know that 
a trip after 
the many va­
rieties of fish 
up that way 
is well worth 
while. It is reached from Norcross, a 
transportation company operating boats 
on Pemadumcook Lake, making three or 
four trips weekly, and trips at any time 
for special parties.
The outlet of the Jo Mary Lakes is 
the stream of like name. It is about 
a mile long, and good trout fishing early 
in the spring.- Salmon are also caught 
there.
There are three Jo Mary Lakes, name­
ly, Lower, Middle, and Upper. The low­
er lake is the first to be reached, and is 
about five miles long. Middle Jo Mary 
Lake is next with good pickerel and 
perch fishing. Between the middle lake 
and the upper lake there is a low swampy 
lake known as Turkey-Tail, a nice trout 
stream separating it from Upper Jo 
Mary. Good pickerel fishing in Turkey- 
Tail and a nice spot for the nature stu­
dent. Upper Jo Mary Lake is about 
five miles long, and possibly two miles 
wide at some points. This is the deep­
est of the three lakes, and excellent for 
togue during the summer months.
There are many small streams and 
ponds in the Jo Mary section. Leavitt, 
Henderson, and Cooper ponds are favor­
ites of fishermen. The trout are of fair 
size in the ponds, and numerous enough 
for any fisherman, whether old-timer or 
tenderfoot. The entire section is ideal 
for the canoeist also, and I was thrilled 
dozens of times on Jo Mary Stream be­
tween Lower Jo Mary Lake and Pema­
dumcook Lake. My particular pet lake 
is Turkey-Tail for pickerel fishing; for 
trout, Henderson pond.
(Continued on Page SI)
A Raft is Used on Leavitt Pond
“ S P O R T S M E N ”
Boats average 25 to 45 Salmon, 
Togue, and Trout a week at Tunk 
Lake. Togue run up to 26^ pounds, 
Salmon 8 and Trout to 5 with a few 
steel-head Trout. Average fishing 2 to 
4 pounds.
Individual log camps on shore of 
lake, good beds, plenty of good food, 
good boats or canoes, auto road to 
camps, 18 other lakes and ponds. Only 
camps on Tunk Lake; Lake is 7 miles 
long, 3 in width, 150 feet deep.
Rates $3.50 per day, $20.00 per week. 
Send for booklet and any information 
desired.
“ CHIEF” STANWOOD 
Big Chief Camps
P. O. E as t S u lliv a n , M e ., T u n k  Lake  
Teleph one, S u lliv a n , 9006-4
Git a Horse
(Continued from Page 13)
an’ sawdust to give the gears something 
to chew on and shut up their noise. Oh 
yes; an’ I washed out them stockings on 
the air-intake of the carburetors, so she 
ought to git her breath regular; and put 
on a new commutator. But I’ll give her 
a real overhauling when you come back.”
With this dubious assurance Uncle 
Laban drove away. Ten days later Laban 
returned to Kendalport, via the Boston 
& Maine railroad supplemented by the 
Kennebunk depot bus. A younger Laban, 
a happier Laban; but a Laban who had 
suffered and endured.
“ Thank God I’m shet of that damn 
thing,”  he confided to Salome, who asked 
immediately for the absent auto. “ She’s 
burning in brimstone, I hope.”
“ Why, Labe, what happened?” Salome 
was instantly alert for details.
“ What didn't happen!” countered the 
harness-maker, bitterly. “ Everybody 
had some trouble, but of course you 
always count on a little bother when 
you’re off anywheres with an autter- 
mobile. But I got more trouble than 
anybuddy else because I had the worst 
car— ”
Speech failed Laban, but with supreme 
effort he gathered his faculties and gave 
his intrigued helpmate a graphic, if 
abbreviated account, of his trying ex­
periences.
“ We did git to Harvey’s camp after 
awhile; but when we got there we didn’t 
have no fun, fur everybuddy was plum 
wore out with chauffeurin’. Even them 
that had had no trouble to speak of was 
frettin’ an’ worryin’ all the time for fear 
they was going to; an’ couldn’t take any 
peace themselves nor let anybody else.
“ Godfry-Mighty, Salome, sech a time! 
No fishin’, no shootin’ an’ no boatin’ ; or 
playin’ cards and telling stories nights. 
Nothin’ but tinker, tinker, tinker and 
fuss over a dum machine. Then some­
body happened to remember that the fall 
rains was about due to begin, and if they 
did we’d all be foundered in the mud 
anyway; so we give the party up an’ 
headed down to Waterville.
“ Three of the fellers quit right there 
and sent their autos home by freight. 
But me, I didn’t git even that fur. This 
side o’ Fairfield the hind cylinder quit 
and wouldn’t budge, and a feller in a 
blacksmith shop told me I might as well 
count that cylinder out altogether and 
run on one just like any one-cylinder 
car.
(Continued on Page 28)
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Refreshments
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| Portland, Maine
Wedding Refreshments
Many brides are now planning their 
June weddings. Before the end of May 
they will want their wedding refresh­
ments planned down to the minutest de­
tail. Perhaps the following menus and 
recipes will help them. After a morn­
ing or noon wedding, it is correct to serve 
a breakfast-luncheon such as this:
Fruit Cocktails
Celery Olives
Hot Chicken Patties 
with Grilled Sliced Tomatoes 
Rolls
Vanilla Ice Cream Bride’s Cake
Hot Coffee
If yours is to be a simple wedding, with 
only relatives and close friends attend­
ing your breakfast-luncheon, you will 
probably need recipes providing only 
twenty-five portions, and no doubt you 
will seat your guests at small tables, 
with the bride, groom, and attendants 
grouped together at one slightly larger 
table, and with the Bride’s Cake placed 
in the middle as a centerpiece, at this 
larger table.
Fruit Cocktails for Twenty-five: In a 
large bowl mix together eight peeled and 
diced oranges with juice, eight sliced 
ripe (pared) pears, two cups of canned 
peaches, diced, with juice included; four 
diced ripe bananas, two cups of canned 
crushed pineapple with juice; and add 
two tablespoons of lemon juice. Divide 
the mixture between twenty-five stemmed 
cups, and top each portion with heavy 
cream stiffly whipped, sweetened to suit 
your taste, and then colored a delicate 
pink by the addition of a little of the 
red syrup from a can of Maraschino cher­
ries. Decorate top of cream with bits 
of the Maraschino cherries cut in strips, 
and placed in a wheel design.
Chicken Patties for Twenty-five: Buy 
the pastry patty shells from a bakery. 
In the double boiler keep the following 
mixture hot till serving time, then fill 
the patty shells with it: Three quarts of 
cooked diced chicken, three cups of 
cooked green peas, one teaspoon of salt, 
one quart of mushrooms, two tablespoons 
of butter, three pints of white sauce 
(thick), and pepper to suit individual 
liking. To the diced cooked chicken add 
the peas, salt and pepper. Peel the fresh 
mushrooms, slice thin, and cook in the 
butter ten minutes, then stir them into 
the former mixture in the top of a large 
double boiler, over simmering water. Add 
the white sauce (made according to di­
rections for Thick White Sauce in any 
cook book) and keep hot till luncheon 
time. (Two six-pound fowls will give 
you the three quarts of diced chicken.)
Garnish each individual plate, after fill­
ing each patty shell with the hot creamed 
chicken mixture, by adding two or more 
rounds of hot sliced tomatoes after slip­
ping the tomato slices under a broiler 
flame for several minutes, then turning 
to cook and crisp the other side. This 
garnish adds color as well as delicious­
ness to the main course.
Bi'ide’s Cake: Cream two-thirds of a 
cup of butter and into it work one and 
one-third cups of flour sifted with one- 
half teaspoon of soda. Add one and 
one-half teaspoons of lemor. juice and 
the stiffly whipped whites of six eggs to 
which you have added one and one-fourth 
cups of powdered sugar. Fold in two- 
thirds of a cup of additional pastry flour, 
and into the batter stir a ring, a thimble, 
a coin and a button, then turn the bat­
ter into two loaf-cake pans, one a little 
larger than the other. Bake forty min­
utes in a moderate oven, then put the 
two cakes together like a layer cake, 
with the smaller layer on top, and ordi­
nary plain boiled icing between, on top 
and down the sides. Then decorate the 
cake with the following:
Ornamental Icing: Into a large bowl 
two eggs whites and two tablespoons of 
confectioners’ sugar; beat well for two. 
minutes, then add a little more confec­
tionery sugar and beat again—adding 
more and more sugar by small amounts 
till, in all, you have beaten one cupful of 
this sugar into the two egg whites. A 
wire whisk is fine to use for this pur­
pose. Now add two teaspoons of lemon 
juice to the icing, a few drops at a time, 
then add more confectioners’ sugar— 
enough to make a frosting stiff enough 
to hold its shape when a little is put 
onto a plate. Pipe it through a pastry 
bag onto the cake in any design desired 
(no cooking is necessary for ornamental 
icing). The bride’s and groom’s initials 
in a circle make a suitable design for 
the center of the cake. This cake will 
serve twenty-five persons.
If you are to be married in the after­
noon or evening, however, you will no 
doubt want to serve buffet refreshments, 
spread on table and buffet, with every­
body helping themselves. However, two 
friends of the bride should be asked to 
“ pour”—one girl sitting at one end of 
the long table in the dining room, serv­
ing hot coffee from a large urn; and the 
other girl seated at the opposite end, 
filling small fruit-punch glasses from a 
punch bowl or from a large pitcher filled 
with the iced drink. In this sort of ser­
vice, the table is arranged with filled 
salad plates placed in a neat row, silver 
also laid out in a row or design, a pile 
of small napkins, from which everybody 
(Continued on Page 31)
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Pet Department
Edited, by Horace Mitchell
Canaries
A T THE same time that you pur­chase your bird you should also obtain a cage for him. An en­ameled or Duco-ed metal cage is 
best and there are many models 
in various colors that are most attrac­
tive additions to any scheme of interior 
decoration. The brass cages are not 
much good but one of them will do if 
nothing else is at hand. In fact, the 
bird will live in his little wooden ship­
ping cage for a long time, although this 
is not to be recommended.
The desirable features of a bird cage 
are: Ease of cleaning and protection 
from drafts. Canaries may be ac­
customed to cold so that their win­
ter quarters need not be heated 
but it is absolutely essential that 
they be shielded from vagrant 
gusts of wind. Drafts bring low­
ered resistance to disease and will 
cause you much trouble. Thei’e- 
fore the most practical cage is one 
built like a box with only the 
front and top of wire, the back 
and both ends being of sheet 
metal. Such cages are generally 
used for breeding the birds and 
may be obtained through the same 
channels as the more colorful or­
namental enclosures.
Or it is easy enough to build 
one. Make it about two feet long 
by one foot wide by eighteen in­
ches high. Use one by one stuff 
for the frame and quarter-inch boards 
on the back and ends. Allow for a re­
movable tray on the bottom so that the 
cage may be cleaned quickly without 
disturbing the inmates, and have roosts 
and feeding dishes. The latter should 
be arranged like those in the all-metal 
cages which permit them to be filled 
with grain and water without opening 
the main door. Should you contemplate 
using this cage for nesting birds it will 
be best to adjust the frame so that a 
partition of wire netting may be slid 
down through the top to separate the 
two birds for a few days. At times a 
male and female canary will fight when 
first placed together but if they are 
thus shut off from each other for a 
short time they will soon settle down to 
the business of housekeeping. The 
front and top of this cage is covered 
with quarter-inch mesh cellar window 
wire and the whole affair is given sev­
eral coats of enamel or Duco. As soon 
as the paint is thoroughly dry the birds 
are admitted.
The tray is well covered with fine 
gravel. The graveled paper offered by 
pet stores is not half as good as loose 
coarse sand for in addition to being an 
aid in keeping the quarters clean the 
grit is an important item of the birds’ 
diet and must be placed where they can 
get without trouble as much as they 
want. Of course, the graveled paper
may be used in conjunction with gravel 
in the food dish but I prefer to pour the 
latter directly on the floor of the cage. 
Sea-sand would be fine as would sifted 
gravel from a “ pit.” All birds need 
grit and you should be sure that they 
have as much as they desire for without 
it they cannot “chew” their food. Lack 
of this material has caused the death of 
hundreds of fine singers.
Many people have denied themselves 
the pleasure of a singing bird in the 
house because they think it would be 
too much trouble to care for him and 
that he would be constantly throwing his
seed out on to the floor. With the prop­
er cage the item of care consumes only 
a few minutes each day and a guard of 
very fine mesh wire netting around the 
cage at the level of the food dishes will 
prevent the inmate from snapping the 
seed husks outside his compartment.
Another method of keeping canaries, 
as well as other small birds, is in a large 
aviary cage. These enclosures may be 
of almost any' size, from four feet by 
six long by four wide up to the great 
structures of iron frame that decorate 
the lawns of many private estates. A 
canary breeder whom I once knew used 
an unoccupied small room off her kit­
chen. The place was not heated but 
there was plenty of fresh air and limbs 
of trees provided roosts and nesting sites. 
A good outdoor aviary could be made 
like the quail cage described in the series 
of articles on game-breeding in Maine 
that appeared some time ago in SUN- 
Up. This issue of the magazine may 
be procured from the office. The only 
change would be to use quarter-inch 
mesh cellar window wire instead of the 
one-inch chicken fencing.
Throughout the state good canary 
food can be obtained from general stores 
or poultry supply houses. Both bulk 
and packaged seed is ordinarily avail­
able and one is as good as the other if 
clean and sweet. Never feed mouldy 
or damaged seed to any bird. Serious
trouble will result of you do. Although 
I have never tried it I believe that the 
hay-seed swept from the barn-lofts 
would, make good canary food if it was 
used merely as an adjunct to the regu­
lar ration of commercial seed. This hay­
seed and chaff might be used instead of 
gravel on the floor of the cage and the 
birds would get exercise in searching 
through it for sound grains, with the 
gravel, of course, being placed in the 
regular food receptacle.
Too much food is as bad as too little. 
Allowing the little fellow to have all 
the grain he wants is, I think, a bad 
practise. It leads to an over-fat 
condition, loss of song, and the 
eventual resort to the expense of 
buying “ tonic,” “ conditioner,” or 
“ song restorer,”  all of which are 
good but not as constantly neces­
sary as would be the case if the 
birds had proper care. In the 
above references to “ canary seed” 
I have meant the mixtures of 
grains sold for canaries and not 
the single kind of seed that bears 
that name. Hemp and poppy 
(maw) seeds are fine for the birds 
but must be given only in small 
quantities for they are very stim­
ulating.
Clean water, fresh every day, 
should be before the canaries all 
the time. Fresh, clean lettuce 
leaves, pieces of apple, grass, 
chickweed, etc., will benefit the birds and 
they may have as much as they will 
eat. However, birds that have not had 
green food for some time should be 
accustomed to it gradually. Cuttlefish 
is useful in sharpening their bills so 
that they can crack the seeds of their 
regular ration.
AH canaries should bathe occasional­
ly. Ordinarily a shallow bath dish filled 
with water is placed inside the cage and 
kept there for a little while two or 
three times a week. Some birds con­
stantly refuse to wash and these ought 
to be sprinkled with tepid water from 
an atomizer. Of course, bathing in a 
cold room is not to be considered, nor 
snraying the birds when there is no 
chance of their drying quickly and 
thoroughly.
Late in the winter the birds are gen­
erally ready to start nest-making. Small 
sieve-like “ nest-boxes” may be pur­
chased from a pet store or similar con­
tainers made from strainers bought at 
a five-and-ten-cent store. Hang them 
slightly above the highest roost but not 
too near the top of the cage. As soon 
as you see the hen carrying feathers in 
her beak you should provide her with 
some sort of nesting material such as 
a cotton batting, soft dead grass, etc. 
Watch the nest and as soon as the first 
egg is laid take it out. “ Steal” all suc- 
(Continued on Page 30)
Breeding Cage
Marguerite Atterbury
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Wiscasset
M mscmw Piece
by Parker
JAMES MORGAN in the Boston Globe writes reverently of ‘ ‘these Salem houses and their likes in Portsmouth, Newport, Newburyport, Wiscasset and lesser New England ports.”
If it is incongruous to class a village 
of few over half a thousand souls with 
four cities whose people number in 
each case more thousands than it has 
hundreds, to Wiscasset it doesn’t seem 
so. Neither is its surname, the Pretti­
est Village in Maine, a real estate sales 
catchword; provokes no jealous chal­
lenge, and is only simple truth. Its 
finest houses are, like those of Salem, 
text books for every well equipped archi­
tect of the country. The finished prod­
uct of Beaux Arts and Massachusetts 
Tech, if you please, go to school to ship 
carpenters dead these hundred years.
Mr. Morgan further offers the text 
that the source of the money which 
creates a house is reflected in the house 
itself. If nowadays this theorem no 
longer applies, if fine houses are per­
mitted to be planned by skilled archi­
tects, the lesson was learned from the 
ridicule of those architectural monsters 
assembled by Civil War profiteers, by 
the later crop of Pittsburgh steel men 
and the pioneer railroad magnates. Very 
terrible were those grim brownstone 
fronts, gingerbread castles with cast iron 
. deer on their lawns as a fair indicator 
of the furnishings within. No wonder 
Charles Dickens went home to England 
loudly ridiculing American pretense to 
good taste.
On the other hand, mind, we were 
speaking of Wiscasset, there is no deny­
ing the town has that indefinable cer­
tain something latterly designated as It. 
There is a sense of permanency not to be 
accounted for only by the setting nature 
gave it, a deep, cold harbor enclosed by 
hills bearing tall English elms. For it 
is on their homes that the deep water 
men left their imprint in Wiscasset as 
well as in Salem. The same aloof dig­
nity of the square, solid houses with­
out poetic fancy can be likened to the 
personalities of those lonely captains,
B . Stinson
for on shipboard they had no compan­
ions, no conversation except short com­
mands through the mates.
Why are certain houses in certain 
New England port towns not common 
but notable ? In one day in 1929 people 
of discernment paid $3,000 for the privi­
lege of visiting twenty-odd Wiscasset 
homes. Why else come from hither and 
yon unless there were something to see 
not to be met in the ordinary? The 
answer is in history and the literature 
of novels. As a matter of course a con­
siderable degree of prosperity has to be 
assumed; fine houses are expensive. For 
most of New England port towns that 
time is long gone. It was the period, 
short as history goes, between the two 
wars with Britain.
Hardly more than the span of a single 
generation sufficed for many deep water 
captains to lay by comfortable fortunes. 
Fast clipper ships raced home from the 
East laden with China tea. Coffee, pre­
cious woods and spices, rich cargoes all, 
come with them from the Indies. Those 
were the days to sigh for. Those were 
the times that built the finest homes 
ever seen.
But seldom since the regrettable Em­
bargo Act has Wiscasset youth felt the 
urge to run away to sea. Mile-long 
docks dry-rotted on their spiles, washed 
away until a single pathetic wharf has 
a tubby little steamer as occasional visi­
tor. Elsewhere the village is little 
changed. A native might return after 
a whole half century and note no more 
than that this house had taken on an­
other color of paint, that another had 
lost or gained a wooden fence. The in­
terminable wooden bridge provides a 
crossing for more automobiles than 
farm carts. The bridge will presently 
be changed, you say. There was a ru­
mor once that Wiscasset would be a 
year ’round port for Canadian railroads, 
then at odd intervals more rumors of 
industries about to utilize the fine port 
facilities. Nothing has happened to 
disturb its peace. Perhaps it is just as 
well. The old town certainly has an air.
First National Bank
DAMARISCOTTA M AINE
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BANGOR, M AINE
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Amateur Journalism
in Maine
(Continued from Page 5)
1887. The Eagle page was 3 x \x/2 
inches with two columns to the page, 
four pages. Vol. I issue No. 4, dated 
May, 1884, relates experiences in “ Our 
Visit to Saco” in company with Charles 
Clapp and Fred Small, for the purpose 
of visiting the Dennett boys, J. Vaughn 
and W. H., and A. F. Lane, who were 
also interested in amateur publishing; 
Edwards’ description of the excursion 
was realistic and amusing. Numbers five 
and six showed an increase in size by 
extending the column length to 5V2 
inches. The paper advocated the elec­
tion of James G. Blaine as President, 
and James A. Logan as Vice-president 
of the United States; and C. W. Small 
as President of the New England Ama­
teur Association.
Charles E. Clapp, formerly of the 
Falmouth Gazette, was heralded as an 
addition to the editorial staff of the 
Eagle, but with this frank reservation: 
“ Neither editor will be responsible 
for what appears under the name of 
the other or over the others ini­
tials.”
Another very creditable publication 
was the Monthly Gazette edited by Fred 
A. Hamlin, now connected with the 
Union Mutual Life Insurance Co., of 
Portland, and F. M. Harmon, now with 
Burbank, Douglas & Co., 242 Middle 
Street, Portland. The Gazette was an 
eight page affair, size of print W2 x 6V2 
inches; subscription 10 cents for each 
six months; the office was located at 11 
Prospect Street. It was neatly printed 
and carried much original literary mat­
ter, liberal notices of amateur exchanges, 
and offered prizes of $1.00 for the best 
contributions. There were a number of 
advertisements which must have added 
materially in meeting expenses. It was 
a truly representative amateur publica­
tion in every way.
During 1887-1888 Arthur H. Long­
fellow, Arthur B. Leach and Horatio N. 
Prince published The Young Journalist 
in Portland. The size of the page was 
6% x 914 inches, considerably larger 
than the average, and with three col­
umns to the page. It was “ issued in 
behalf of Literary Improvement.” This 
was a very excellent example of amateur 
production, showing a decided improve­
ment in typography and make-up over 
the publications of ten years previous. 
The January, 1888, issue contained a 
very comprehensive report of the New 
England Amateur Press Association 
convention held at the Park Central 
Hotel, Hartford, Conn., on January 4 of 
that year; a good class of literature and 
poems and a page of advertising. Mr. 
Longfellow is now following the legal 
profession and resides at 2436 Webb 
Avenue, Bronx, New York City.
Fred L. Bracket, now in the grocery 
business at Peak’s Island, was an ama­
teur editor in 1887, but a sample of his 
handiwork does not appear available.
Another prominent amateur editor, 
now living in Portland, is Mr. James 
F. Macy, of 66 West Street, treasurer 
of the General Rackett Co., Inc. But 
his amateur editorial experience occurred 
in New Bedford, Mass., in 1884 where 
he published the New Bedford Amateur 
and for the period of one week a little 
daily paper called The Rising Sun. 
James also printed amateur papers for 
(Continued on Page 29)
BOOTHBAY H ARBOR
On the Coast of Maine
B OOTHBAY HARBOR is" a quaint old sea port outside the main 
line of travel and not yet spoiled. 
On the old muster field in the vicinity 
of Boothby Harbor, Paul Revere 
trained the Revolutionary soldiers.
Fishing craft of all kinds anchor 
along the old wharves following the 
winding village street. There are 
storm-swept spruces; fish houses and 
wharves in every inlet; no fenced 
grounds, liveried servants, or signs 
to keep off the grass. During the summer Boothbay Harbor is the shopping 
and social center for the many summer resorts surrounding it, and the 
picturesque old sea port is transformed. Boothbay Harbor has always been 
the objective of a great deal of vacation travel because of its enchant­
ing rocky shore, sandy beaches, and forests of spruces. The celebrated Booth- 
bay Region includes Boothbay Harbor, East Boothbay, Bayville, West Booth- 
bay Harbor, Southport, Linekin, and Ocean Point.
OAKE GROVE HOTEL
A P A R T M E N T S  A N I )  C O T T A G E S
T HE Oake Grove is a beautifully appointed and modernly equipped 
hotel, charmingly located on a 
picturesque shore. Broad verandas, 
an attractive drawing room, and large 
sun porch, overlooking fascinating 
coast and harbor scenes that have 
made this section of Maine famous 
the world over. There is an attrac­
tive casino for dancing, run in con­
junction with the hotel. All rooms 
are large, airy, homelike, modern, and have comfortable beds. Recreational 
sports, include golf, tennis, riding, deep-sea fishing, lake fishing, sailing, 
canoeing, dancing, swimming, and other sports. The Oake Grove Hotel is 
thoroughly a homelike summer hotel. It opens June 25th and closes Septem­
ber 10th. The rates are $5.00 to $10.00 per day, or $35.00 to $60.00 peir 
week. The Oake Grove Hotel is owned and operated under the direct super­
vision of W. Herbert Reed & Son.
BOOTHBAY HARBOR, ME. !
All Modern Conveniences f
Strictly Up-to-Date j
Open Year Round j
American Plan j
JAMES CALVERT, Manager j
! POST
j CARDS
* FILMS
* ART 
I NOVELTIES
! PICTURE FRAMING
( IMPORTED LINENS
f DOMESTIC AND FOREIGN 
j POTTERY
j JEWELRY AND GIFT STATIONERY
I DEVELOPING AND PRINTING
j GRACE DEAN LABBIEJ Commercial Street Proprietor 
I BOOTHBAY HARBOR, MAINE
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tD aijside Inn
A delightful stopping 
place for the summer 
tourists. Light and com­
fortable rooms.
Lunch at our
C offee Shoppe
A  la Carte Service
Open 6:30 a. m. to 12:00 p. m.
OPPOSITE AUGUSTA HOUSE, AUGUSTA, MAINE j
Stop Where The Needle Points
At HOTEL NORTH
In the center of the Business Section 
Banquets and large parties 
accommodated 
You’ll Like the North 
ROLAND G. LYNN, Prop. 
AUGUSTA, MAINE
Third Annual Boys
Week in Lewiston
(Continued from Page 18)
dan, Jr.; Jerry Reardon, Auburn physi­
cal instructor; and Frederick Campbell, 
photographer.
The track committee of which Dr. 
Moulton, Auburn dentist, and former 
Bates athlete, is chairman, is receiving 
entries from all over the state. These 
include Augusta, Oakland, Westbrook, 
Lisbon, South Paris, Rumford, and 
others. This assures the track meet, 
the first of its kind, success.
Another attraction for the boys 
coming here for the track meet will be to 
have the famous Bates stars act as 
starters and officials. “ Osie” Chapman, 
national star, Red Long of football fame, 
Arn Adams, and others will officiate.
It is to be hoped that this, will become 
a regular annual feature in Lewiston- 
Auburn. The committee hope to make 
it so, and plan to make the affair even 
more extensive in future years.
Lewiston-Auburn merchants have 
been very generous in donating prizes 
for all the events, and the committee 
extends thanks to them, as well as to 
Governor Gardiner, and Mr. Wyman of 
the Central Maine Power company.
THE ENGLISH OF IT
A Frenchman learning English said 
to his tutor: “ English is a queer lan­
guage. What does this sentence mean: 
‘Should Mr. Noble, who sits for this con­
stituency, consent to stand again and 
run when he will in all probability have 
a walk-over?’ ”—Sheffield Weekly Tele­
graph.
Shore-Sickness
by Stanley Foss Bartlett 
Lewiston, Maine
Foe stuffed the hold of the old sea- 
chest,
Fm  ready to roam again:
Fm sick of the sod and the lubber 
life,
Fm  ready for foam again.
Fd swap this turf for a heavin' deck
O f a ship all set to sail—
I hear the pulleys squeal and groan
In a whistlin’ nor’west gale.
Fd swab the planks for a taste of salt
And a smell of sun-soft tar;
Fd spike the sheets to the last high 
yard
And lash the wheel to a star.
I'm sick of seenin’ the same scenes 
twice
And doin' the same things o ’er
While there’s strange and unspoiled 
sights afar
On a distant ’furren’ shore.
I ’m tired tackin’ ’tween house and 
tree
Where the hard-paved highways 
be—
T o  pace the poop of a free, live ship
On a broad deep-breathin’ seal
STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP AND 
. MANAGEMENT, REQUIRED BY THE ACT 
OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912,
Of Sun-Up, Maine’s Own Magazine, published 
monthly at Portland, Maine, for April first, 1931. 
State of Maine 
County of Cumberland
Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State 
and county aforesaid, personally appeared Robert 
J. Starke, who, having been duly sworn, accord­
ing to law, deposes and says that he is the asso­
ciate editor of Sun-Up, Maine’s Own Magazine, 
and that the following is, to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, a true statement of the 
ownership and management of the aforesaid pub­
lication for the date shown in the above caption, 
required by the Act of August 24, 1912, em­
bodied in section 411, Postal Laws and Regulations.
1. That the names and addresses of the pub­
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business man­
agers are: Publisher—Sun-Up, Incorporated, 22 
Monument Square, Portland; Editor—John D. 
Fleming, 11 Shepley Street; Managing Editor— 
Robert J. Starke, 11 Shepley Street; Business 
Manager—Harry H. Cooper, 11 Shepley Street 
(Adv. M gr.), Farmington, Maine.
2. That the owner is: (I f  owned by a corpor­
ation, its name and address must be stated and 
also immediately thereunder the names and ad­
dresses of stockholders owning or holding one per 
cent, or more of total amount of stock. If not 
owned by a corporation, the names and addresses 
of the individual owners must be given. If owned 
by a firm, company, or other unincorporated con­
cern, its name and address, as well as those of 
each individual member must be given.)
Sun-Up Incorporated, 22 Monument Sq., Port­
land ; Henry K. Dow, Rochester, N. H. ; Harry 
H. Cooper, Farmington, M e.; John D. Fleming, 
Portland; Greeley Sturdivant, Cumberland Fore­
side ; Mrs. Lillian Draper Buck, News Building, 
Portland; Walter Dumser, Y. M. C. A., Portland; 
Harry Armstrong, 131 Middle St., Portland; Roy 
Sturgis, News Bldg., Portland.
3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, 
and other security holders owning or holding 1 
per cent, or more of total amount of bonds, 
mortgages, or other securities are: (I f there are 
none, so state.) None.
4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving 
the names of the owners, stockholders, and se­
curity holders, if any, contain not only the list o f 
stockholders and security holders as they appear 
upon the books of the company but also, in cases 
where the stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trustee or in 
any other fiduciary relation, the name of the per­
son or corporation for whom such trustee is 
acting, is given; also that the said two para­
graphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full 
knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and 
conditions under which stockholders and security 
holders who do not appear upon the books of the 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in 
a capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; 
and this affiant has no reason to believe that any 
other person, association, or corporation has any 
interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds 
or other securities than as so stated by him.
ROBERT J. STARKE,
Associate Editor.
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 30th day 
of March, 1931.
ROY STURGIS.
(My commission expires March 12, 1933)
EASIER ON THE EYES
One reason why the scenery seems 
more wonderful in Europe is because 
you don’t have to read it.—Richmond 
News-Leader.
When in Portland Stop at
The Graymore
“Maine's Friendliest Hotel”
Every Modern Convenience —  Including Dining Room and
Cafeteria
PREBLE STREET PORTLAND, MAINE
In the Heart of the Shopping, Theatre and Banking District
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Samuel Cony,
Twenty4hird Qovernor
by Lucina H. Lombard
S
AMUEL CONY was born in Au­
gusta February 27, 1811. He came 
of good old Massachusetts stock, 
his grandfather, L i e u t e n a n t  
Samuel, when he was thirty-one 
years old, removing with his father, 
Deacon Samuel, to the Fort Weston 
settlement in the town of Hallowell, now 
comprised in Augusta. His father 
(born in Massachusetts in 1775) was 
General Samuel Cony, a merchant at 
Wiscasset and Augusta. He was the 
first Adjutant-General of Maine, and 
held that office ten years. He also rep­
resented Augusta in the General Court. 
He married Susan Bowdoin, a daughter 
of Dr. Daniel Cony, from whom Cony 
High School takes its name, who was 
also a State Senator and a member of 
the Governor’s Council. Both he and 
his wife were noted for their fine per­
sonal appearance.
Samuel Cony received his early educa­
tion in the town school, from private 
tutors, and at China Academy. He was 
graduated from Brown University in 
1829; and came home to read law with 
his uncle, Ruel Williams, (father of the 
former governor, Joseph H. Williams) 
and also with Honorable Hiram Belcher 
of Farmington.
He was admitted to the Bar in 1832, 
and opened an office in Old Town. He 
married Mercy H. Sewall of Farmington 
October 17, 1833.
He was but twenty-four years old 
when he was a Representative in the 
State Legislature and at twenty-eight 
was a member of the Executive Council. 
He was appointed judge of Probate 
Court for Penobscot County in 1840, 
holding that office seven years. His 
wife died in 1847.
He was made Land Agent of the State, 
which position he held three years. He 
married Lucy W. Brooks of Augusta in 
1849. In 1850, he was elected State 
Treasurer, being re-elected five consecu­
tive years, that being the constitutional 
limit. On assuming the duties of this 
office, he removed to Augusta, where he 
resided the rest of his life.
He was elected president of the Au­
gusta Bank. He was Mayor of the city 
in 1854. He had been a member of the 
Democratic party, but politics at this 
time were in a state of transition. 
Under the presidency of Buchanan, he 
sided with Judge Douglas on the 
Lecompton question and other slavery 
issues, supporting Douglas for the pres­
idency in 1860.
When the Rebellion broke out, his 
sympathies were with the government, 
and when the Republicans of Augusta, in 
1861, proposed to unite with the Demo­
crats on a joint ticket for representa­
tives in order to do away with party 
feeling and bring the people unitedly to
the support of government in the pend­
ing struggle, the Democrats declined to 
unite upon Cony, and selected a more 
partisan man. The next year, the Re­
publicans nominated and elected him to 
the legislature over the regular Demo­
cratic candidate. From that time he 
ranked with the Republicans. In the 
legislature, he was foremost in noting 
men and money to sustain the Union 
forces.
In 1863, he was nominated by the 
Republican party as their candidate for 
Governor, to succeed Governor Coburn, 
who had made a great record as a “ War 
Governor,” and he was elected by a 
large majority. Coburn and Washburn, 
men of great ability, who had worked 
unceasingly to support the armies in the 
field by new recruits and supplies, were 
his immediate predecessors, and to 
maintain the record they had made was 
no small task. But Governor Cony rose 
to the occasion. Every call of the Pres­
ident for troops was promptly answered, 
officers were selected with the sole view 
of their fitness to command, while the 
welfare of the men from Maine at the 
front was his great care.
He was twice re-elected and in his last 
inaugural address at the opening of the 
legislature in January, 1866, announced 
that he would not accept another nomi­
nation.
To his earnest patriotism and tireless 
labors, much of the honor that Maine 
won in the closing years of the Civil 
War, may justly be attributed.
Though he served his state so well in 
her time of need, his tastes were domes­
tic, and' his greatest happiness was 
found in his home, where his last few 
years were spent pleasantly among his 
six children, his books and his friends.
In private, as in public life, he was a 
thorough gentleman and was by nature 
strongly religious. He died October 5, 
1870.
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The Forgotten Brook
(Continued from Page 9)
We had guarded our secret well for 
the brook was in the midst of a thickly 
populated section and in plain view from 
two different roads. Moreover the coun­
try teemed with local fishermen so that 
there was scarcely a day throughout the 
season that the better known brooks were 
not well covered. It was not surprising, 
therefore, that during the past summer 
we should discover unmistakable evi­
dence that someone else had found our 
brook. A well worn path had been 
trampled through the rose bushes, there 
were rubber boot tracks in a marshy 
piece of ground and a punt that I rec­
ognized as belonging to one of the men 
we had met at the fish house, was tied 
below the bridge. Our first trip netted 
seven small trout, the second one, and 
the third, none at all, while to confirm 
our suspicions the fisherman who owned 
the punt brought us down two beautiful 
trout on the day of our last trip which 
he said he had caught early that morn­
ing in the same private fish pond where 
I had caught the big ones four years 
ago.
Were it not that the proof is constant­
ly before me on the wall, I should at 
times begin to doubt that there ever 
was such a stream as the forgotten 
brook.
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Git a Horse!
(Continued, from Page 21)
“ I kind of wondered why Roy Bollinger 
hadn’t told me about that long ago; so I 
started off and she thumped along purty 
well fur a while. But when I struck 
into a steep hill, then the God-damned 
crank-shaft broke short off, an’ I was in 
fur it. I got hauled to Waterville behind 
a pair o’ hosses, and the feller driving 
found me a garridge where they tore my 
auto all apart.
“ My soul and body, Salomy, you never 
saw sech a sight in your life—more 
pieces than a old alarm-clock or a eight- 
horse hitch, and strung around all over 
the garridge. But the place was the 
agency for Reos an’ the feller was 
accommodating and took a crankshaft 
out of a car like mine, that was laid up 
fur winter storage. But the shaft was 
kind of over-grown, I guess—anyhow it 
kind of cranked the flywheel when they 
put it in. But they had a blacksmith 
shrink an iron band around the hub of it, 
an’ swore there was no danger o’ my 
gettin’ the pieces in the seat of my 
pants if the wheel should bust.”—
Laban paused for breath an Salome 
broke the silence.
“ Why, Labe, you don’t mean to tell me 
you found a customer to buy that awful 
thing!”
“ Sold it!” snorted Laban Pence right­
eously, “ Why, I wouldn’t curse my worst 
enemy with any sech present! And 
after payin’ a trifle o’ one hundred and 
four dollars for repairs and parts, I got 
started again fur home.
“ But I guess they must have strapped 
on that mud-apron higher than they 
ought to— prob’ly it got to rubbin’ 
against the hot muffler-pipe. Anyway, 
while I was shinning up one o’ them hills 
down to Gardiner and wondering if my 
enjine would keep going long enough to 
git on top of it, I thought I smelled 
sunthin’ burning. I didn’t pay any par­
ticular attention for it was only one new 
stink among a whole lot more, but just 
as I got up the hill a team come along, 
and the folks in it yelled out to me that 
my auto was on fire. Sure enough, it 
was blazing underneath like a tar-barrel, 
and I just ditched her one side o’ the 
road, grabbed my grips and let her go.
“ She burned up flat in no time, and I 
never saw a sight that tickled me so in 
my life. I swan, I had hard work to 
keep frum yellin’ fur joy, an’ dancin’ 
around the remains like a wild Injun!”
Masterfully Salome Pence concealed 
her conflicting emotions, and massaged 
the corners of her mouth to retard a 
smile.
“ You poor boy, you, you must be all 
wore out, and no winder. Bates Blarcom
is doing real well down to the shop, so 
you just read the paper awhile an’ take 
a little comfort. I aint had the horses 
out exercising since day before yesterday 
and they’re feeling extra pert; and it’s 
plenty mild out for the basket stanhope. 
Along the middle o’ the afternoon we’ll 
go out and enjoy ourselves with our own 
good colts, and forget there was ever 
such a pest as autos in the world. I 
guess when we get another junk-heap 
onto our hands, the robins will be 
wearing corsets!”
Uncle Laban slumped gratefully into 
his favorite chair, squeezing Salome’s 
capable hand affectionately. “ I em kind 
o’ tired, that’s a fact'. I swan, Sally, 
I don’t know how I’de git along without
yer—the Lord annointed you for sure.”* * * *
Sunset in Old Kendalport; the hush of 
autumn in the atmosphere. The mellow 
chime of the old bell buoy off Breakwater 
Point and the soft rushing of the surf 
on Tumblebrook Shoals, where the sea 
beat a measured requiem to the dying 
year. Summer cottages closing, one by 
one. Drifting smoke, vague as the 
gossamer of dreams, floating from 
autumn bonfires. Shouting children, 
romping and shuffling among the scat­
tered leaves. Summer was gone. Afar 
at sea a tug-boat bellowed, and a distant 
schooner spread white sails against a 
dim horizon.
Beyond the bustling seaside town, 
along the curving shore road, trotted a 
stylish carriage drawn by a staid, but 
magnificent, nair of matched chestnuts: 
stepping briskly and in nerfect rhythm, 
their pretty heads held high in conscious 
pride of immaculate silver-mounted har­
ness, and the merry toss of white-ringed 
spreader straps. Laban and Salome 
were enjoying the glory of the maritime 
sunset, so symbolic of the sunset tran­
quility of their prosperous, placid lives.
“ They can hev their dun auttermo- 
biles!”  Laban thrust the reins into 
Salome’s passive hands.
“ Here, you drive ’em a spell.”  The 
harness-maker lit a gold-banded cigar, in 
sublime contentment, and slipped his arm 
behind his spouse’s shapely shoulders. 
The horses, choosing the accustomed 
ways they knew and loved, turned off 
the shore road and into a kelp-strewn 
byway that led to the splendid sweep of 
beach. Gulls circled and piped on lazy 
wings; the sunbeams thrust golden 
javelins into the tranquil sea.
“  ‘As the sun is in the west at the close 
of day’ ”  quoted Laban, absently. 
“ Salomy, aint this purty dum nice?”
Salome slackened the reins and. 
assured of the wave-swept isolation of 
the autumn sands her gauntletted hand 
found Laban’s tar-stained fingers.
“ You bet your life it’s nice!” said 
Salome Pence. * * *
October merged into mid-November 
and alas for the inconsistency of human 
tastes and desires. Once more Uncle 
Laban was reading the Horseless Age, 
while Salome browsed among her favor­
ite novels. Abruptly old Labe cleared 
his throat, and reached an exploring 
hand toward the caressing nose of his 
little setter. Salome raised her pompa- 
doured head sensing strange revelations 
to come.
“ Milo Kennedy was in to see me today. 
You know I plum forgot to tell you, the 
old Reo was insured—I done it right 
after that time I liked to burnt her up 
a-road racing with Jerrv. and the enjine 
got to goin’ an’ wouldn’t stop.”
Sun-Up, Maine’s Own Magazine
(Continued on Page SO)
GAIN TIM E and COMFORT in LEW ISTO N —  
at the centrally located
DeMTT HOTEL
The DeWITT HOTEL has every facility for conserving your 
time and adding to the comfort of your visit.
It is so centrally located that you may walk to any business 
house, shop or theatre in town. All forms of transportation to 
outlying points go past the door.
From the standpoint of service too, this hotel is equipped to 
eliminate delays.
Our food is the finest— “Every Meal a Pleasant Memory.”
Every room has bath or running water. European plan. 
$2.00-$6.00 Daily.
Franklin E. Hodgkins, Managing Director.
Phone 4200.
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W ith Arnold in Maine
(Continued from Page 6)
collect provisions and get their accoutre­
ments in order. The entire force was 
made up of two battalions of muske­
teers and three companies of riflemen, 
numbering about eleven hundred men. 
The riflemen were under the command 
of William Hendricks, Daniel Morgan, 
and Mathew Smith and originally came 
from Virginia and Pennsylvania. Lieu­
tenant Colonel Roger Enos from Ver­
mont commanded the first battalion with 
Major Return Jonathan Meigs as second 
in command. The second battalion was 
led by Lieutenant Colonel Christopher 
Green of Rhode Island, assisted by Ma­
jor Timothy Bigelow from Massachu­
setts. The men numbered up as fol­
lows: one hundred from Connecticut, one 
hundred from New Hampshire, two hun­
dred from Pennsylvania, one hundred 
from Virginia, two hundred and fifty 
from Rhode Island and four hundred 
from Massachusetts which also included 
Maine at that time. The remainder of 
the army was made up from volunteers 
from other states. It is also said that 
a large number of Irish emigrants en­
listed. Arnold’s immediate staff com­
prised the following: Christian Febiger 
as Adjutant, Eleazer Oswald, ! private 
secretary, the Reverend Samuel Spring, 
Chaplain and Captain Farnsworth who 
acted as quartermaster.
All the details being now complete, the 
army started the march to Newburyport, 
which had been chosen as the point of 
embarkation, and arrived September 15. 
Arnold in the mean time had remained 
in Cambridge to await final orders from 
Washington. In effect these were very 
simple and direct, f  He was to take the 
city of Quebec and at the same time com­
plete the leasion with General Mont­
gomery, who was to leave Crown Point 
and proceed against Montreal. )
On the 18th day of September the 
troops embarked on ten transports and 
on the following morning the voyage to 
the Kennebec began.
(To be continued.)
Sun-Up Poetry
(Continued from Page 17)
In those days there was only a clearing, 
where now there are fields so wide,
But ’twas home to your Grandma and 
me, boys, and we looked at our cabin 
with pride.
While deep within the dark forest, 
prowled forms that seldom were seen,
And at night we oft heard the howl of a 
wolf; then again, ’twas a panther’s 
scream.
One day in that summer of long, long 
ago as I worked near the cabin door
Your Grandma came out, with a pail in 
her hand, to pick berries as she’d done 
before.
Now, boys, just beyond where the or­
chard stands; where the corn tassels 
wave to and fro,
Was the spot where the berries were 
thickest, and that’s where your 
Grandma did go.
The afternoon waned, the shadows grew 
long, as the sun cast its last 'golden 
beams;
Then Grandma came forth and a great 
grey fo'-m trailed her silently, eyes 
agleam!”
The old man paused for a moment as he 
took down the old-fashioned gun 
Patting its long barrel fondly; while the 
boys, looking on, breathed as one. 
“ Then Grandma stepped into the clear­
ing, as I sprang for this gun standing 
near,
And I had to aim close to her golden 
head as she looked at me, eyes wide 
with fear.
I breathed a prayer as the panther 
leaped and the gun sent its message 
of death
And your Gram stepped aside as the 
great cat fell, and the breeze like a 
baby’s breath
Gently blew a lock of her golden hair, 
where the bullet had clipped it away, 
To rest on the paws of the great dead 
beast and so ended that summer’s 
day.”
The old clock ticks in its corner; a mouse 
looks in at the door;
Two boys lay asleep in their grand­
father’s arms; the old musket has 
slipped to the floor;
The blaze in the fireplace grows dim­
mer; Grandpa’s head’s nodding lower 
and lower,
As fond mem’ries return from that far 
distant past and he lives those old 
days o’er and o’er.
Concerning the
Maine Colleges
(Continued from Page 20)
Explanations of the layout of the new 
campus and the types of new buildings 
were accompanied by plans and drawings. 
Mr. Larson stated that the project of­
fers unique possibilities, as it is seldom 
that a new college is built on a piece of 
ground entirely free from buildings. He 
stated further that with this in consid­
eration, Colby ought to be one of the 
outstanding colleges of the country in 
the future.
The Honorable John E. Nelson, rep­
resentative to Congress from the third 
Maine district, was the guest speaker 
at an open meeting of the Bates Politics 
Club in the Little Theatre recently.
This speech was one of Mr. Nelson’s 
first since the adjournment of Congress 
and proved very interesting and stimu­
lating. He spoke on the topic of com­
munism with which he is so familiar and 
every one desiring was privileged to ask 
whatever questions they wished con­
cerning the subject of the speech.
Amateur Journalism
in Maine
( Continued from Page 25)
other boys on his little Golding press.
At Saco, Me., The Star, published 
from 1881 to 1884 by J. Vaughn Den­
nett, now residing at 13 Cross Street, 
was one of the outstanding amateur pa­
pers of that city. In fact, the editor 
carried at the mast head this statement: 
“ The Most Aged Amateur Paper in 
Maine.” It was well printed, size 3% 
x 4(4 inches, two columns to the page. 
Vol. 4, No. 2, dated January, 1884, car­
ried on the first and part of second 
pages the concluding chapter of “ The 
History of Amateur Journalism in Saco,” 
and supplies the following:
"On the 19th of Dec. ’ 81 the School 
Boy’s Companion a weekly, appeared 
with Noyes, Lowell & Co., on the edi­
torial staff. Before the second number 
was issued Lowell cleared out and W. T. 
Abbott was taken in. Noyes was the 
printer; this paper suspended in the fol­
lowing March, after irregularily publish­
ing seven numbers.
“ Our brother started the Sun in Feb.
’82 and after getting two pages done, he 
tired and stopped. In the next December 
he tried again and got a Sun out, but no 
second number showed up. In May, ’83 
he tried once more and succeeded. This 
month the Sun was enlarged, got two 
columns to the page, is printed in non­
pareil, has an electrotyped heading, and 
is improved in every way.
"Alfred F. Lane started the Press in 
July, ’83. This month he has changed 
the name to the Moon, because there is 
another Press published in this state.
This month it comes in eight page form, 
it is printed in leaded brevier now, but 
when it gets enough exchanges it will be 
printed solid. Last June we published 
"Jack’s Harmless Joke,”  a book of 40 
pages. This was the second amateur 
book printed in Saco.
“ One very ‘ peculiar thing about our 
papers here is that most of them com­
menced in the month of May.
"The book that Mitchell published and 
printed was entitled “ A Costly Mistake” —
16 pages set in nonpareil, price 3 cts.
“ Saco is a small city of between seven 
and eight thousand inhabitants; you can 
readily perceive that she has done her 
share for Amateur Journalism. We have 
one more paper now, than any other 
city or town in the state. The Moon 
will be enlarged with two columns on a 
page before long. We shall enlarge this 
paper when we get time. What else will 
be done here in the future, remains to be 
seen.
THE END
J. V. D.”
The Star further offers the sugges­
tion that a history of Amateur Jour­
nalism be prepared and published in 
every city and town; then when com­
bined there would be a complete history 
of the profession.
Page Twenty-nine
(Continued on Page 30)
All the
COMFORTS and EASE
of Home
Await you at this all-the-year-round 
stopping place half way up the Maine 
coast to Bangor.
Rockland
HOTEL ROCKLAND
Headquarters for the Lion’s Club 
T hos. E. Keating, Prop. Maine
Pet Department
(Continued from Page 23) 
ceeding eggs until the bird becomes 
broody on the last one. Then return the 
other eggs to the nest. Thus they will 
all hatch at once. Otherwise the warmth 
of the bird on the nest laying the eggs 
will start them to incubate and there 
may be several days’ difference in the 
age of the youngsters, the oldest will 
get the most food and the youngest will 
not develop properly.
During the breeding season “egg 
food” is splendid. It may be purchased 
ready-made or you can compound it 
yourself from finely ground hard-boiled 
eggs and toasted bread. Not only does 
it supply the elements necessary for the 
manufacture of the eggs but it also is 
an excellent food for the baby birds. 
They are fed by both parents by regurgi­
tation. Canary eggs hatch in about two 
weeks.
When the young are about three 
weeks old they are ready to leave the 
nest. Their mother begins to think of 
nesting again and if no other material 
is at hand she will pluck the feathers 
from the first brood. The latter may 
need to be fed by one of their parents 
for a short time longer so to guard 
them against the female they are placed 
in another cage where the father can 
reach them through the bars. The 
growing canaries are fed a mixture of 
canary seed, rope and a little crushed 
hemp. As soon as they are taking it 
regularly they may be removed to a 
larger cage away from both parents. 
Several broods of the same age may g j 
together. Just as with pheasants feath­
er-plucking may start at this time and 
any such offenders must be quickly re­
moved or the vice will be taken up by all 
the other inmates of the cage- Egg- 
food is continued but the quantity of­
fered becomes less and less until the 
birds are living entirely upon the same 
ration as the older stock. At four or 
five weeks of age the young cocks be­
gin to twitter and can then be selected 
from the hens.
In July or early August the old stock 
usually begins to molt and should then 
be separated for the remainder of the 
year..
Next month we shall publish a most 
interesting and instructive article on cats 
by Irving .Stickney. This department 
will welcome similarly authoritative ar­
ticles on any sort of pet.
Git a Horse!
(Continued from Page 28)
“ That so?” exclaimed Salome, briskly. 
“ Then perhaps you’ll get back a little of 
the good money she cost you; I’m glad 
o’ that.”
“ Wal, that’s what I supposed when I 
took out that policy,” Labe admitted 
casually. “ But it seems it aint like that 
at all. They just replace your car for 
you—they don’t pay you any cash 
money.”
“ Well, aint that just like an insurance 
company!” sniffed Salome skeptically. 
“ But probably Roy Bollinger would sell 
the car for you, or maybe he’d take it 
off your hands for himself. We wouldn’t 
have any use for it ourselves—now.”
“ Wal, I aint so sartin’,”  Laban con­
sidered sheepishly. “ You know, Sally, 
with all it’s dum mean p’ints I sort of 
miss that old machine! Horses is all 
right, an’ wouldn’t give up my team for 
nobody; but there aint no reason why we 
shouldn’t keep ’em both, that I can see. 
You’re sech a good driver yourself it’s a
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shame to let any other woman think 
she’s smarter than you be, and it’s kind 
of fun to tinker around ’em once you git 
in the notion. Besides, I can’t help 
thinking how fast and smooth I could 
git over the ground when she went— 
such a dum-sight faster and farther in a 
day than I could go with any hoss. I 
kind of miss the old machine, that’s a 
fact! Come to think of it, bein’ so 
all wore out when I bought her, that poor 
little car had all the odds piled up 
against her an’ I never could give her a 
fighting chance.”
“ Well, that’s so, too,” agreed Salome, 
struck. And I would like to have a real 
nice auto to handle. I guess we’ve got 
as good right to own an auto as any­
body else.”
“ Wal then,” admitted Laban, “ What 
I been thinkin’ about was this: You an’ 
me will go to the Boston auto show, an’ 
look ’em all over just foi fun. Then 
we’ll pick us out a brand-new Reo—a 
touring-car like the one we had, only a 
1906 new one, with a cape-cart top, gas 
headlights, an’ a dinky little tool-box 
down on the running-board. I hear 
they’re only usin’ one carburetor this 
next year, too.”
Absently, Laban lighted his favorite 
pipe, his gaze on the glowing embers of 
the open fire-place. He was dreaming 
dreams and seeing visions of a shining 
automobile and miles and miles of coun­
try roads. And then, all unknowing, 
and out of the mediaeval gloom of the 
horse-drawn era, Laban Pence, a master- 
harness-maker, pronounced the universal 
ultimatum of twentieth century class 
and mass concerning that consolidated 
curse and blessing of modern civiliza­
tion—the motor-car.
“ Of course, a auto is bound to be a 
dum nuisance, an’ they cost like blazes 
to run an’ keep up. But we got to hev 
one just the same.”
The End.
Amateur Journalism
in Maine
(Continued from Page 29)
These Dennett boys continued their 
amateur enthusiasm and later on W. 
Hartley Dennett and Albert F. Lane 
published The Grindstone, from 111 
Main Street, Saco. It carried bright 
and sparkling local news, and devoted 
a great deal of space to the Thornton 
Academy. In one issue the editor very 
tartly announced declination to ex­
change with the Biddeford Daily Times 
“ on account of the wrong we received 
from that paper concerning one of our 
editorials.”
Others who were engaged in amateur 
work and were accredited members of 
the New England Amateur Press Asso­
ciation, were H. E. and Ralph Milli- 
ken, and Miss Laura E. Goodman, of 
Biddeford, Maine, and E. M. Atkinson 
of Saco, Maine. So altogether the 
State of Maine contributed liberally to 
the cause of Amateur Journalism.
Copies of all the publications men­
tioned are on file in the Library of the 
Fossils, suite 1302, 150 Nassau Street, 
New York City. This wonderful col­
lection of more than thirty thousand 
amateur papers is maintained by The 
Fossils, probably the most unique or­
ganization of our time. Every year 
the last Saturday in April, a goodly 
number of the members gather in New 
York City from all sections of the coun­
try to enjoy a feast of viands and to 
hash over boyhood “ good old times.”
The membership consists of three or 
four hundred of the former boy and girl 
editors of those golden olden days, and 
includes many celebrities from all walks 
of life. The present President, Evan 
Reed Riale, is a well known free lance 
writer and punster. He is the father 
of the so-called newspaper morgue, con­
sisting of prepared biographies and 
other data concerning all prominent 
people; first introduced by him in the 
old Philadelphia Times, then published 
and edited by that outstanding journa­
list, Alex. McClure; the morgue is now 
a feature in every well equipped news­
paper plant.
Other noted members of achievement 
are Thomas A. Edison, Cyrus H. K. 
Curtis, Senator George Moses, Hon. 
James M. Beck, noted lawyer and ex-U. 
S. solicitor-general, now in the House 
of Representatives from Pennsylvania; 
Josephus Daniels, Joe Mitchell Chappie, 
F. E. Ives, inventor of the photo-engrav­
ing process; Joseph Dana Miller, editor, 
author and poet; Frank B. Noyes of 
the Associated Press; H. Gordon Self- 
ridge, department stores of London, 
Eng.; John Moody, noted corporation 
and financial writer and author; Jesse 
R. Grant, son of ex-President General 
Ulyssus S. Grant; Charles C. Heuman, 
editor of The Fossil and chairman of 
the Board of the Maltine Company; 
George Nox McCain, journalist and au­
thor; Giles B. Bosworth, of Denver, 
Col.; Warren J. Brodie, of the Standard 
Oil Company, Cleveland, and a host of 
others. The Fossils have recently ad­
mitted women to membership, those who 
were amateur writers in their girlhood. 
Minna Irving, Capitola Harrison Spen­
cer, Libbie Adams Turner, Harriet 
Caryl Cox-Dennis and Princess Wiasem- 
sky, (Rosalie Self ridge) of London, 
Eng., have taken advantages of the op­
portunity to renew the associations of 
earlier youth.
After all this splendid array of jour­
nalistic talent of former days one may 
ask why doesn’t the present generation 
continue this laudable vocation? In the 
words of a member of The Fossils it is 
probably because of the increased me­
chanization of the art of printing. Fifty 
years ago a boy could match his efforts 
against the best that a man could do; 
he might not succeed every time, but at 
least he could try, and he got a thrill 
in trying. But the advent of the lino­
type and perfection speed presses, be­
came hopeless, and little by little youth­
ful enthusiasm began to wane.
Youthful desire to get into print, of 
course, remained, and presently we be­
gan to see the rise of college papers, 
and a little later high school papers. 
There are literally thousands of them 
being published right now. But they 
are not the same. For the work is sent 
to a professional printing establishment, 
and the youthful editor hardly knows 
one kind of type from another. The 
emphasis has shifted from printing to 
writing; the youth of today no longer 
labors for days on the composition of a 
mast head; his mind is on making wise­
cracks that will amuse his companions, 
or on poetry, or on criticising the ath­
letic director in the name of free speech.
But the boy of yesterday had his mind 
on type, on layout, on how the job was 
going to look instead of how it was go­
ing to read. There is a strong suspi­
cion that he was the better craftsman 
and that he got the greater thrill out 
of his work.
Writing, of course, feeds one’s vanity; 
but printing, or any piece of good handi­
work, for that matter, feeds the soul.
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Outdoors in Maine
(Continued from Page 25)
The Chesuncook Region
This is another place which is “way 
back” and known to only a few sports­
men. Reached from Greenville, travel­
ing nearly fifty miles by car on road 
built and owned by the Great Northern 
Paper Company. Car must be left at 
Chesuncook Dam and the sportsmen must 
engage passage on the small but sturdi­
ly built boats which carry passengers, 
mail and freight up the lake to Chesun­
cook and to points beyond. It is about 
nineteen miles from Chesuncook Dam to 
Chesuncook Village. The famous Ripo- 
genus Dam is about two miles from 
Chesuncook Dam and should be visited 
by everyone going into the section.
Chesuncook Village is the starting 
point for the famous Allagash canoe 
cruise, and is composed of about thirty 
dwelling houses, a hotel, general store 
and postoffice, church, schoolhouse and 
lumber mill. A romantic spot for 
everyone interested in the great out­
doors. There are many lakes, ponds, 
and streams that may be easily reached 
from the village. I’ve had good luck 
with perch in Umbazookskus Stream, and 
have also caught some fine trout in the 
streams and lakes a few miles north 
of this stream.
Better Housekeeping
(Continued from Page 22)
takes one, and several large plates of 
sandwiches. The following menu is ap­
propriate for this buffet high tea or 
supper:
Olives
Chicken Sandwiches 
Fruit Salad
Wedding Cake or Bride’s Cake 
Hot Coffee Fruit Punch
Chicken Sandwiches are made simply 
by mincing cooked chicken and adding 
to it enough bottled Mayonnaise salad 
dressing to form a paste which will 
spread, easily, on crustless thin slices of 
any kind of bread. For twenty-five per­
sons make two hundred tiny sandwiches 
(cutting the round-the-loaf sandwiches 
into triangles, narx*ow strips, etcetera).
By Wedding Cake I refer to dark 
fruit cake, also called “ Groom’s Cake,” 
which no doubt you will wish to have 
made by special order at a bakery. Some 
bakers put up this kind of cake in tiny 
white boxes, with the bride’s initials in 
gold on the top of each little box, so that 
instead of cutting the cake during the 
refreshments, each guest simply takes 
one small box (heaped upon a table in 
the hallway) upon leaving the house. 
When this plan is followed it is entirely 
permissible either to eliminate cake alto­
gether on the refreshments table, or to 
have a Bride’s Cake cut at the table.
THICKENING JIMMIE’S SKIN
A coat of tan thickens the skin, says 
a dermatologist, and perhaps that’s why 
Mayor Jimmie Walker is taking sun 
baths in California before returning to 
hear what his home town is saying about 
him.—Boston Herald.
! O A K H U R ST  
DAIRY
MILK AND  CREAM
364 Forest Avenue 
PORTLAND, MAINE
Stanley T. Bennett, Pres. & Mgr. 
Tel., Forest 2041
Maine's Distributors of 
Old Hickory
Also
Furniture of Every Description 
Send for Catalog
Oren Hooper’s Sons
“For 67 years a friendly place to 
trade”  ,
PORTLAND MAINE
Centennial Spring House 
and Camps
Centennial is neither a Hotel 
nor an Inn—it is really your 
Country Place, your Summer 
Camp—where you will find 
all the conveniences and none 
of the restraints of the Sum­
mer Hotel.
There are eight camps, beau­
tifully located, whose spacious 
piazzas face charming Sabbath 
Day Lake. Each is electrically 
lighted, has two sleeping rooms, 
a bath, and a living room with 
a fireplace. Single and double 
rooms, many of them with run- 
■ ning water, are available in the
Mam House, Annex and Rooming Cottage. Many improvements are made 
each year so that the character / and high class standards of the Centennial 
Spring House and Camps are kept intact. Centennial Spring House and 
Camps are more luxurious than ever, but they still and always will remain 
in the same alluring and primitive setting.
Located in the Heart of Good Fishing
Canoeing, Fishing, Bathing, Boating, 
and Golfing
SOUTH POLAND MAINE
Frank C. Cooper 
Proprietor
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GOOD HUNTING
“ Any good shooting on your farm?” 
asked the hunter of a farmer.
“ Splendid!” replied the farmer. 
“ There’s a threshing machine salesman 
down in the pasture; a farm relief con­
gressman in the hay loft; a vacuum 
cleaner salesman in the house; a radio 
salesman coming in the front gate and 
two tramps in the corn crib . . . need 
any shells?”—Loose Ends.
THE RECORD!
Come-to-Grief Airman—“ I was try­
ing to make a record.”
Farmer—“ Well, you’ve made it. You 
be the first man in these parts who 
climbed down a tree without having to 
climb up it first.”— Exchange.
A COSTLY REMARK
“ Did anybody comment on the way 
you handled your new car?”
“ One man made a brief remark—‘Fifty 
dollars and costs.’ ”
ANTI-CLIMAX
First Golfer (concluding fishing 
story)—“ And he was about as long as 
that last drive of yours.”
Second Golfer—“ Oh, I say, really?” 
First Golfer—“ So I threw him back.” 
—Exchange.
TELLING HIM
She— “ You remind me of the seas.” 
Me—“ Wild, restless and romantic?” 
She— “ No, you just make me sick.”—• 
Clipped.
“ Waiter, about half an hour ago I 
ordered a drink. Now, did you bring it, 
did I drink it, or didn’t I order it?” — 
Kreolite News.
A rookie in the cavalry was told to 
report to the lieutenant.
“ Private Rooney,” said the officer, 
“ take my horse down and have him 
shod.”
For three hours the lieutenant waited 
for his horse. Then, impatiently, he sent 
for Rooney.
“ Private Rooney,” he said, “ where is 
that horse I told you to have shod?”
“ Omigosh!” gasped the private, grow­
ing pale around the gills, “ Omigosh! 
Did you say Shod?”
OUR SCOTCH JOKE
Young Angus had been out for the 
evening wih his best girl. On arriving 
home he found his father still sitting up.
“ Hae ye been oot wi’ your lassie 
again?” he asked.
“ Aye dad,” replied young Angus, 
“ Why do ye look sae worrited?”
“ I was just wondering how much the 
evening cost.”
“ No more tahn half a croon, dad.” 
“ Aye? That was na sae much.”
“ It was a’ she had,” said Angus.— 
Loose Ends.
EXPERIENCED
He (as they drive along a lonely 
road)—“ You look lovelier to me every 
minute. Do you know what that’s a 
sign of?”
She—“ Sure. You’re about to run out 
of gas.”— Pullman News.
THUMBS DOWN
Wife (trying on hats)—“ Do you like 
this turned down, dear?”
Husband—“ How much is it?”
“ Eleven dollars.”
“ Yes, turn it down.”— Selected.
A certain Hebrew was spending a few 
hours in one of the county jails when his 
friend called on him, and making inquiry 
as to why he was there the Hebrew re­
plied:
“ I don’t know. I can’t imagine vy. 
The judge put me in here. I vas a vit- 
ness in a case. Dey had me on the 
stand. The judge says, ‘How old are 
you?’ I says, ‘twenty-five.’
“ The judge says, ‘What is your name?’ 
I says, ‘Mose Goldberg.’
“ He says, ‘Vhat’s your nationality?’ 
An’ I just turns to the judge and says, 
‘Judge, don’t be a damned fool!’ ” — 
Kreolite News.
THERE!
Mae—“ That car looks terrible. I 
never would buy it.”
Irate Second-Hand Dealer—“ You
would look the same way yourself if you 
had no paint on you for three years.”— 
Exchange.
A census shows there are 1,897,241 
golf addicts in the United States. These 
are the most alarming statistics on in­
sanity ever made public.—The Sun Dial.
THE MORE RATIONAL WAY
Employer (furiously)—“ Why hasn’t 
this job been done? It’s nearly a month 
since I told you to do it.”
Office Boy—“ I forgot, sir.”
Employer—“ Forgot! Forgot! Suppose 
I forgot to pay you. What would you 
say?”
Office Boy—“ I should come and tell 
you at once, not wait a month and then 
kick up a fuss about it.”— Selected.
SAVE MY CHILD
A country girl traveling alone had 
been warned not to talk to strange men.
At the station the conductor asked: 
“ Where are you going?”
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“ To Chicago,” she replied. So he put 
her on a Chicago train.
As the train pulled out, she said, “ I 
fooled him that time. I’m going to De­
troit.”—Loose Ends.
In the American advance during the 
final days of the war, a sergeant ordered 
an unbleached private to go into a dug- 
out and clean out any Germans that 
happened to be there.
The colored gentleman blanched a bit, 
swallowed his Adam’s apple, and then 
said huskily, “ Ef yo’ sees three or fo ’ 
men cum a runnin’ out ob dat hole, don’t 
shoot de fust one!”—Pullman News.
“ Is your wife home?”
“ Naw,” replied Finkle, “ she’s out with 
a bunch of prize fighters.”
“ Prize fighters?” exclaimed Funkle. 
“ Yes,” replied Finkle, “ she went to 
a bridge party.”
How Well Do You Know Maine ?
We are again publishing a page of 
Maine pictures which you should recog­
nize readily. A $.75 allowance toward a 
$1.50 subscription to Sun -U p, Maine’s 
Own Magazine, will be made to any per­
son identifying two of the pictures on 
this page. Use coupon below.
I am identifying two of the photo­
graphs appearing on this page for which 
please credit me with the $.75 allowance 
towards a year’s subscription to Sun -U p, 
Maine’s Own Magazine.
The Circulation Mgr.
Sun -U p, Maine’s Own Magazine,
22 Monument Sq.,
Portland, Maine.
I am enclosing the $.75 balance due 
and ask you to begin my subscription 
immediately.
Name .........................................................
Address .....................................................
( 1)
IDENTIFICATION OF LAST MONTH’S PICTURES
1. Watch Dog Rock, York Cliffs.
2. Library, University of Maine.
3. Kenneth Roberts at his Kennebunk Beach Home.
4. Deering Oaks, Portland.
( 4 )
The Modern Mode of Travel
The Blue Line-L e w is to n  - Rum ford - Farmington
Schedule Effective April 26, 1931— Eastern Standard Time
STARTING
POINTS
LEWISTON—
Union Bus 
Terminal
Cor. Main and 
Chapel Sts.
Tel. 2011
RUMFORD—
Newell’s 
Drug Store
Tel. 147-R
FARMINGTON— 
Exchange Hotel 
Tel. 139
LEWISTON - RUMFORD
Lewiston to
Read
Rumford
Down Daily
Rumford to Lewiston 
Read Up
A. M. P. M. P. M. A. M. P. M. P. M.
6.40 12.50 3.20 Lewiston 8.20 2.30 5.00
7.10 1.20 3.50 Turner 7.50 2.00 4.30
7.22 1.32 4.02 North Turner 7.38 1.48 4.18
7.30 1.40 4.10 Livermore 7.30 1.40 4.10
7.42 1.52 4.22 Canton 7.18 1.28 3.58
7.57 2.07 4.37 East Peru 7.03 1.13 3.43
8.02 2.12 4.42 Peru 6.58 1.08 3.38
8.12 2.22 4.52 Dixfield 6.48 12.58 3.28
8.30 2.40 5.10 Rumford 6.30 12.40 3.10
LEWISTON - FARMINGTON
Lewiston to Farmington
Read Down Daily Read Up
A. M. P. M. P. M. A. M. P. M. P. M.
6.40 12.50 3.20 Lewiston 8.20 2.30 5.00
7.10 1.20 3.50 Turner 7.50 2.00 4.30
7.22 1.32 4.02 North Turner 7.38 1.48 4.18
7.30 1.40 4.10 Livermore 7.30 1.40 4.10
7.43 1.53 4.23 North Livermore 7.17 1.27 3.57
7.50 2.00 4.30 Livermore Falls 7.10 1.20 3.50
7.56 2.06 4.36 Jay 7.04 1.14 3.44
8.06 2.16 4.46 North Jay 6.54 1.04 3.34
8.14 2.24 4.54 Wilton 6.46 12.56 3.26
8.23 2.33 5.03 East Wilton 6.37 12.47 3.17
8.36 2.46 5.16 West Farmington 6.24 12.34 3.04
8.40 2.50 5.20 Farmington 6.20 12.30 3.00
The Blue Line 
connects with 
busses running 
from Lewiston 
to Waterville
Out of State 
Passengers 
transferred 
to coaches at 
Union Bus 
Terminal to 
any point 
beyond 
Portsmouth 
on first 
trip out of 
Rumford and 
Farmington
Safe and Comfortable Transportation
